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CHAPTER  I 

MK.  BOWLES 

IT  was  a  fine  windy  morning  in  March  and 
I      •        "  h'\r°^  ^''"'»  ^'«»'  Arizona,  was 

Western  L.m.ted."  A  slight  difference  with  the 
gatekeeper,  who  seemed  to  doubt  every  word  she 
said,  cast  no  cloud  upon  her  spirits,  and  she  was 
cheerfully  searchmg  for  her  ticket  when  a  gentle- 
man  came  up  from  behind.  At  sight  of  the  trim 
figure  at  the  wicket,  he  too  became  suddeX 
happy,  and  .t  looked  as  if  the  effete  East  w2 
losing  two  of  its  merriest  citizens. 

"Oh,  good-morning.  Miss  Lee  I"  he  said,  bow- 

d.rechon.    "Are  you  going  out  on  this  train?" 

h,^^r^"'    ''"'  "P"'=*^'  «»^'"«  '"to  her  hand- 
bag with  a  preoccupied  frown.    "That  is,  if  I  can 
nnd  my  ticket!" 
She  found  it  on  the  instant,  but  the  frown  did 

rlt'^U-  ^""^  ''^V°'-«''"^"  *'"=  y°^e  man's 
sCh  h  """  ''""'  ^^  '^°''  New  York  names 
Slipped  her  memory-but  she  remembered  his  face 

[I] 
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diitinctly.  She  had  met  him  at  some  highbrow 
affair-it  was  a  reception  or  some  such  social 
maelstrom— and,  yes,  his  name  was  Bowles! 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Mr.  Bowles,"  she  exclaimed 
as  he  gallantly  took  her  bag;  but  a  furtive  glance 
at  his  face  left  her  suddenly  transfixed  with  doubts. 
Not  that  his  expression  changed— far  from  that— 
but  a  fleeting  twinkle  in  his  eyes  suggested  some 
hidden  joke. 

"Oh,  isn't  your  name  Bowles?"  she  stammered. 
I  met  you  at  the  Wordsworth  Club,  you  know, 
and " 

..v"^'''  y**"^"'te  right  I"  he  assured  her  politely. 
You  have  a  wonderful  memory  for  names,  Miss 
Lee.    Shall  we  go  on  down  to  your  car?" 

Dixie  Lee  regarded  the  young  man  question, 
mgly  and  with  a  certain  Western  disfavor.  He 
was  one  of  those  trim  and  proper  creatures  that 
seemed  to  haunt  Wordsworth  societies,  welfare 
meetings,  and  other  culture  areas  known  only  to 
the  cognoscente  and  stern-eyed  Eastern  aunts.  In 
fact,  he  seemed  to  personify  all  those  qualities 
of  breeding  and  education  which  a  long  winter 
of  compulsory  "finishing"  had  taught  her  to  de- 
spise; and  yet— well,  if  it  were  not  for  his  clothes 
and  manners  and  the  way  he  dropped  his  "r's" 
he  might  almost  pass  for  human.  But  she  knew 
his  name  wasn't  Bowles. 

[2] 
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There  had  been  a  penon  there  by  the  name  if 
Bowles,  but  the  hotteu  had  mumbled  when  kne 
presented  this  one— and  they  had  talked  quite  a 
little,  too.  She  glanced  at  him  again  and  a  ques- 
tion trembled  on  her  lips;  but  names  were  nothing 
out  where  she  came  irom,  and  she  let  it  go  for 
Bowles. 

The  hypothetical  Mr.  Bowles  was  a  tall  and 
slender  young  man,  of  a  type  that  ordinarily 
maddened  her  beyond  all  reason  and  prompted 
her  to  say  cruel  things  which  she  was  never  sorry 
for  afterward.  He  had  a  clear  complexion,  a 
Cupid's  bow  mouth,  and  eyes  as  innocent  as  a 
girl's.  They  were  of  a  deep  violet  hue,  very  soft 
and  soulful,  and  had  a  truly  cultured  way  of 
changing— when  he  talked— to  mirror  a  thousand 
shades  of  interest,  courtesy  and  concern ;  but  the 
way  they  had  flickered  when  he  took  over  the 
name  of  Bowles  suggested  a  real  man  behind  the 
veil.  His  manners,  of  course,  were  irreproach- 
able; and  not  even  a  haberdasher  could  take  ex- 
ception to  his  clothes.  He  was,  in  fact,  attired 
strictly  according  to  the  mode,  in  a  close-fitting 
suit  of  striped  gray,  with  four-inch  cuffs  above  his 
box-toed  shoes,  narrow  shoulders,  and  a  low- 
crowned  derby  hat,  now  all  the  rage  but  affected 
for  many  years  only  by  Dutch  comedians. 

When   he   removed  this   hat,   which  he  did 
[3] 
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"r"  out  of  "are'"!"?'  '"''""y  '"^'"g  the 
"really."     "Why    how  fT"*  *'"  ^"«'"h  «"» 

quaintance  on  the  way  tTL  """^  *"""  «• 
yo"  were  telling  me  at  2w  ^T  ^"^^^  «°"" 
very  improperly  To  be  J    '^?'<^'^°^h  Club- 

interesting  on  th;taccoun.AK"'  ""  '"'  ""»" 
eook,  you  know  LdT      ^''°"*  ""  """d-up 

'No.'    Noting  iikeJhJinTrr'"""''^"'*  "' 

iwforL/.A„g2:::S;fr'«.i^ 

fornta"a;X^side"^^il^'^  ^"'  --«  Call- 

-^l    Say,  I'm  gdngt'aTl-r'  'T«''  '" 
section  is."  ^         **  ™"  "»«"  where  my 

->  to'atS!„no«er'^^:'"  ^'^'^^  -^^  »Wed 
the  train.  ^       ''  ^^°  """''""ed  her  down 

p^;;The  fourth  car.lady."he  said.  ^"CarNumber 
[4] 
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••n't  thi.  remarkable,  Mi..  Lee?    To  i^h- 7  ^' 

/— uui  aon  t  let  me  keep  you  wa  tinffl" 

reception  came  bS  to  Lr      J  T"""'''  "'  '''« 
«vid  way  in  which  thU  '^  ''"  """"''  ""^ 

upon  he?  ri  V'  dZ  doTr.r  '^^  """« 
Honing,  came  over  the  IVof  Di'xi   £.lS  •: 

£^Hn;t:=-naf-^£ 

tne  sleuth  act  and  tagging  her  to  the  train  I 

At  the  same  t  me  Dixie  T  ..<.  h,A  u        ... 
about  this  correct  yourmr„   K      "  '""K'^ing, 
his  name  was  nol  Cles     £0^"  '''k  ^T 
anguage  displeased  hr^^emXtr"  ^  "' d'id 

i«sti^:?svifer-t:;-j 
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teeth  ;„  -     •         .  "*'''*''<"^'nKlierwfi;t» 

5)he  knitted  her  brows  anH  lU-  r      i 
her  thoughtfully  ^'^  ^'"^^"  "garded 

the  ram,  you  know   anH  fh-    i  '^'j         *^  '"  ^''O"* 

'^.y  "d  «u,  of  ,1,,  „„j„  ™  ■"" '» """If ., 
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talking  to  myself,  don't  you  know?  But,  really 
1  am  pretty  full  of  Wordsworth;  so.  if  you  donV 
nimd  we'll  talk  about  something  else.  My  Z! 
you  know,  IS  a  great  devotee  of  all  the  na^r. 

Kn  a"V,  r"'  ^'^^  '""*'"«^  '°  P'"-  ^e" 
tLf,  »r  T  *°'""™«.  too,  I  assure  you; 
hat  s  why  your  face  was  so  welcome  to  me  when 
I  chanced  to  see  you  at  the  club-rooms.  That 
lecturer  was  such  a  conceited  ass  and  those  women 

I  looked  around  to  see  if  there  was  a  single  sane 
and  reasonable  creature  in  the  room-and  theJe 
you  were  as  stern  and  uncompromising  as  an 
angel  and-oh,  well,  I  formed  a  different  co„ 

■ghtfully  humorous  too,  when  Mrs.  Melvfne 
introduced  us-and,  well,  really.  Miss  Lee  you 
are  partly  responsible  for  my  leaving  New  YoT 
I  never  fully  realized  before  what  our  Western 
country  must  be  like;  I  never  dreamed  that  th™ 
was  a  place  to  flee  to  when  the  conventions  of 
socety  grew  irksome;  but  when  you  to"d  ml  of 

ful  happenings  of  that  wild  and  carefree  life  I-I 
Tu  kn?  "■'  !?'"'^.f  °  '^""'^  '^'  ^^°^^  thing,  don' 
Oho!     breathed  Dixie  Lee,  squinting  down 
her  eyes  and  regarding  him  with  a  shrewd  smiTe 
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"So  you're  running  away  to  be  a  cowboy,  eh?  Go- 
ing West  to  fight  the  Indians  1  Well,  well  1  But 
let  me  ask  you  one  question,  Mr.  Bowles — if  at's 
your  name— I  trust  you  don't  plan  to  begii.  /our 
depredations  in  my  part  of  the  country;  because  if 
you  do " 

"Oh,  my  dear  Miss  Lee,"  protested  Mr. 
Bowles,  "you  have  quite  a  mistaken  idea,  I  assure 
you.  Really,  now,  I  hope  you  give  me  credit  for 
more  discretion  than  that.  The  fact  is,  I  have  an 
old  college  friend  on  a  ranch  in  California  and, 
though  I  have  not  taken  mj  aunt  entirely  into 
confidence,  I  am  really  going  out  to  make  him  a 
visit.  It's  all  very  well,  you  know,  to  read  about 
sunsets  in  Wordsworth,  but  why  not  go  out  into 
the  Far  West  and  see  the  sun  set  indeed?  That's 
what  I  say,  but  of  course  I  would  not  offend  her — 
she  simply  thinks  my  health  is  failing  and  I  need 
a  Western  trip." 

"Oh!"  said  Dixie  Lee  quietly.  "So  you've  got 
an  aunt,  too,  eh?  What  did  you  say  her  name 
was?" 

"Why,  Mrs.— er— Bowles!" 

"But  why  Mrs.  £r-Bowles?"  queried  Dixie 
May,  relentlessly.  "Why  not  Mrs.  Bowles 
straight?  Now,  you  know,  Mr.  Bowles,  it  looks 
very  much  to  me  as  if " 

"Her  former  name  was  Earl,"  interposed  Mr. 
[8] 
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My  father  s  brother  married  a  very  dear  friend 
of  our,   a  Mrs.  Earl,  and  I  sometimes  ca U  her 
so  sfll-madvertently,  you  know.    I  am  an  orphan 
now  and  Mrs.  Earl-ah,  Bowles-has  taken  m! 
Mr  TauS"'    ^"5  y°"  ""'"dily  understand  how  a 

s^r^  •        ir^  T?,  °    "■   ^^'  '"'^  disposition  might  not 

ssure  ,         always  fall  m  with  a  somewhat  elderly^kdj^ 

t  for  ,         views   of  l.fe,   especially  in   regard  to   cuhura 

mfluences    and  while  I  love  her  very  dea  ly  and 
wouldn't  hurt  her  feelings  for  the  world-—" 

T-/r'f,*  T  *""*  '*^°"*  y°"'"  observed  Dixie 

Lee  heart  essiy;  and  then  for  quite  a  while    he 

ooked  out  of  the  car  window  as  drab  and  dirty 

tenements  shpped  by  and  the  train  plunged  in"o 

"How  far  West  are  you  going?"  she  inquired 
wakmg  up  suddenly  from  her  reverie.  '"Lemme 
see  your  ticket.    Um-ml    Well,  we  travel  to«Xr 

size  Sr  R  ''• ,  u'^T  ^'''^°™'«  »  «bout  your 
size,  Mr.  Bowles,  but  don't  you  make  any  mistake 
and  drop  oS  in  Arizona  or  the  cowboys  SsTare 
you  up  some.  As  for  the  rest  of  it,  I  d^n^t  care 
what  name  a  man  goes  by,  but  I  see  you  are  down 
on  your  ticket  here  as  'Houghton."^  ''" 

war;:;rm?yer^"«^'"''"^°-=  •'-«-'« 
[9] 
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"Now,  really,  Miss  Lee,"  he  began,  "why 
quibble  over  the  accident  of  a  name?  Whether 
my  name  is  Houghton,  as  I  have  signed  it  here,  or 
Bowles,  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  case.  The 
fact  18, 1  am  suffering  from  an  excess  of  aunts  and 
Wordsworth,  much  in  the  same  way  that  you  are 
perhaps,  and  my  heart  has  gone  out  to  the  West. 
Be  a  good  fellow  now  and  help  me  out.  Tell  me 
about  the  country  and  what  I  would  better  do- 
and,  though  it  is  a  small  return,  you  shall  have 
one  more  devoted  slave  to  worship  at  your  feet." 
A  fleeting  smile  came  into  his  eyes  as  he  d*e- 

r^^T-**™!^'^  °^  ^^'^  '^**'  '"'J  tJie  queen  of  the 
Bat  Wing  Ranch  paused  suddenly  to  make  sure 
there  was  no  mistake.  It  would  be  hard  indeed 
to  hnd  oneself  laughed  at  by  a  suede  New  Yorker 
and  yet— well,  he  seemed  to  mean  it,  too.  ' 

"Rise  up,  then.  Sir  Knight,"  she  said,  tapping 
him  lightly  with  her  sombrero;  "and  be  mighty 
particular  to  change  cars  when  we  get  to  Albu- 
querque-otherwise  the  Chula  Vista  cowboys  wiU 
make  you  hard  to  catch." 
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care  what  you  say,  and  say^riick"' ;  /°"  '^-'^ 
him  a  pretty  good  fill  Dixie  I  .V  ^^  ""  ^ive 
when  the  Limited  roHeHnr^r"'''"'"'*  ^^'-'X 
Mr.  Bowles  wa   fairf"  e'   fun„^?"''7''"'='  ''"^ 

"Really,  Miss  Lee  "  he  sS  h^M ''''I"'-  . 
with  just  a  shade  more  than  th.  n     "*^  *""  '"'"'^ 
"really,  J  shall  neverforteJ  t    ^i°^"/  P"""«' 
days  have  passed  [ike  a  fi "d  ?tT    ^'''= 

quite  a  Westerner  already     yTs?  '^  ^^^'^^^ 

love  the  West-it  i,  ,«  v         J'/  ""^  *""  ^  «hall 

like  about  it  1st  is  its  >  ^^^  ^'.*'^''"*  '^'^^^  I 

its  camaraderTe        can   S  >  "^  'P'"*  °^  «='l"»«*y. 

the  air-these  gre  t   "ouS  I    ^ ^''"^-it  is  in 

perfect  strangefsTn  the  f     ^°^'"«  ""="'  ^^^^ng 

forms  and  sa^  Vay  ^1^  '*•'  *"•  *'"'  ^^^^ 

-or  a  smoke^ven!    Oh  .fc^™'"r  '"'^^'»' 

Sr^itsDr^Xis 
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Oh,  don't  mention  it- 


journey.     Thank  you  I 
good-byl" 

He  raised  his  Dutch  comedian  hat  once  more, 
a  trace  of  romantic  mistiness  came  into  his  violet 
eyes,  and  then  he  hurried  back  to  his  luxurious 
quarters  on  the  Limited  while  Dixie  May  sat  and 
waited  for  the  southbound  to  take  her  to  Deming 
It  was  not  a  cheerful  journey  to  contemplate,  for 
New  Mexico  and  Arizona  way  trains  are  slow  and 
dusty,  and  given  to  making  poor  connections  and 
unseemly  arrivals;  but  by  ten  o'clock  that  evening 
Dixie  Lee  hoped  to  get  as  far  as  Deming  and 
then,  if  the  Overland  happened  to  be  late  too, 
she  could  catch  a  westbound  passenger  and  get  to 
Chula  Vista  before  the  hotel  closed.    The  West- 
em  Limited  pulled  out  as  her  train  still  stood  on 
Its  track  and  she  glanced  at  the  rear-end  of  the 
observation  car  for  a  fluttering  handkerchief;  but 
Mr.  Bowles'  emotions  seemed  to  have  overcome 
him,  for  he  was  lacking  in  this  last  attention.  She 
watched  for  him  with  a  broad  grin;  then,  when 
she  was  sure  he  was  really  gone,  Dixie  May  threw 
herself  back  in  her  seat  and  laughed  until  she  was 
silly. 

She  was  in  good  humor  all  the  way  to  Deming, 
where  the  westbound  was  reported  two  hours  late; 
but  as  she  was  pacing  up  and  down  the  platform 
at  midnight  her  face  came  suddenly  straight.    The 
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westbound  was  standing  on  the  track  waiting  for 
orders  and  she  was  walking  along  up  toward  the 
front  when  suddenly,  through  ti'slkbg-  „ 
window,  she  beheld  Sir  Knight  Bowles  i„  eager 
converse  w.th  a  grizzled  old-timerl    If  t^S 

t'JuT.u'  "^T  '"-'her-for  there  Is  the 
ha  iboded  hat  as  large  as  life.    The  window  wa 

It  seemed,  somehow,  as  if  she  couldn't  get  that 

torn  A^"  °"*  "^^^  '"'"'^-  ^"  'he  way  d?w„ 
from  Albuquerque  she  had  been  hearing  his  talk 
n.  her  ears  and  laughing  at  the  way  he  b^roa^ned 
nis  a  s  and  purred  and  purled  over  his  "r's  " 
At  times  she  had  burst  into  inextinguishab  e 
laughter  msomuch  that  several  of  the  ma k  Pa 
sengers  had  regarded  her  with  curious  gUnce,  and 

An.  ^"^T  ''"^  t°  settle  that  kind  of  folks 

fnd  no?h-  "''''"  ^"  =*  P""«*  •'"'^her  to  her." 
and  nothing  more;  and  if  he  neglected  to  hawk 
his  wares  in  order  to  drape  himsdf  over  L  baTk 
of  her  seat  she  could  put  him  in  his  place.  It  ws 
Mn  Bowles  that  she  was  thinking  of-Mr  Bowl 

nis  tace  as  she  filled  him  up  with  Indian  atrocities 

and  cattle-war  stories  she  just  simply  had  tXh 

[13]  ^  ■ 
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But  now  to  find  him  following  her-to  discover 
him  on  the  same  train  when  he  was  ticketed  west 
out  of  Albuquerque-well,  that  was  a  different 
thing  entirely  I 

Dixie  Lee  retired  to  the  sleeper  to  snatch  a  few 
hours  of  repose  and  when  the  dead-eyed  porter 
set  her  down  at  Chula  Vista  she  had  entirely  for- 
gotten  her  knight.    It  was  five  o'clock  on  a  cold 
March  morning  and  the  wind  came  in  from  across 
the  prairie  with  a  sweep  that  chilled  the  blood.  It 
was  so  cold  that  the  ticket-agent  had  ducked  back 
into  his  inner' sanctum  before  she  could  so  much 
as  hail  him— and  it  was  a  quarter  of  a  mile  up  to 
the  hotel!    Dixie  May  took  a  long  look  about 
her;  she  tried  the  waiting-room  door;  then,  with 
a  deep-drawn  shudder,  she  turned  to  go  it  alone, 
when  lo,  a  tall  and  masculine  figure  stepped  out 
from  behmd  the  warehouse  and  she  recognized 
Mr.  Bowles  1 

"Pardon  me,  madam,"  he  said,  doffing  his 
comedian  hat  and  addressing  her  as  if  she  were 
a  stranger;  "I  see  you  are  all  alone-can  I  be  of 
any  service  to  you  ?" 

It  was  dark,  all  right,  but  the  idea  of  Mr. 
Bowles  expecting  to  conceal  his  identity  by  mere 
starlight  She  knew  him,  of  course,  the  minute 
she  saw  his  hat,  but-well,  what  was  the  use  of 
getting  haughty  about  it?  Why  not  do  a  little 
[14] 
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playacting,  too,  until  they  got  up  to  the  hotel? 

Why-why,  yes,"  she  faltered,  simulating  an 

appealing  weakness.    "It's  very  kind  of  you,  I'm 

sure_I-I  expected  my  father  to  meet  me  lier^ 

nrZn;i  ^"7^'7  ""fortunate,"  put  in  Bowles 
promptly  "I,  there  any  hotel  near?  Just  lead 
the  way  then,  and  I'll  follow  with  your  luggage 
You  might  put  on  my  overcoat  if  you're  suffering 
from  the  cold.  Rather  not?  Very  well,  thenl 
let  s  hurry  along  to  the  hotel." 

They  hurried,  Bowles  struggling  with  the  bag- 
gage, of  which  he  had  three  pieces,  and  Dixie  Lee 
preparing  her  valedictory.     Yes,   much   as  she 
regretted  it,  she  would  have  to  bid  him  farewell- 
otherwise  he  might  come  tagging  after  her  out  to 
he  ranch  and  set  the  whole  country  to  talking. 
It  was  all  very  well  back  in  New  York,  or  on  the 
tram    but  m  the  Tortugas-never  I     She  would 
have  to  make  her  final  effort  cutting,  but  she  hoped 
he  would  not  take  it  too  hard-and  meanwhilef  as 
a  penance  for  his  presumption,  he  could  break  his 
back  packing  her  suitcases  up  from  the  station. 
Aft,  just  a  moment  1"  entreated  Mr.  Bowles 

hS  ZV^"  ""''"!"  '"''  '""^'^'"K  ^^'  tortured 
fZt\u  '  ""'  .""'  ''"^  "'  ail-perhaps  I  can 
fasten  them  together  with  this  strap." 

He   unbuckled    the    shoulder-strap    from    his 
ri5] 
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hS'*"f' u  *"?  ""**  '°°P«''  •'  through  the 
handles  of  the  tuitcates. 

the  two  smtcaies  over  his  shoulder;  and  then  with 
.  long,  free  stride,  he  swung  along  beside  S^rl. 
tireless  as  an  Indian-and  as  silent  ' 

A  sudden  sense  of  respect,  almost  of  awe.  came 
JuY'reSr  i^r  k"  ^  -ntemplated  his  mast"! 
nelv/fh  *  ''";/''' h°t«>  door  was  near  and  she 
nerved  herself  for  the  assault. 

"You  think  you're  smart,  don't  vou?"  «h^ 
snapped,  following  along  'after  me7is  waW 
Just  because  I  happened  to  be  a  little  friendly— I" 
Now.  really,  Miss  Lee."  broke  in  Bowles  with 
admirable  calm,  "I  hope  you  will  not  be  too  ha S 
on  me.    I  assure  you,  if  it  had  not  been  for  your 

oveZr  '"""'""T^h-h  "o  gentleman  could 
overlook-you  would  never  have  been  aware  of 

r„n  Tt""-  ^"*  y°"  '•*'"  ''"'"^n  «"'  long 
enough.  I  am  sure,  to  know  that  I  would  never 
presume  to  force  my  «,ciety  upon  any  lady,  more 
particularly  upon  one  for  whom " 

demanded  Dix.e  Lee  wrathfully.    "When  I  said 
good-by  to  you   up  at  Albuquerque  you   had  a 
through  ticket  to  California.    Now  here  you  are 
down  at  Chula  Vista.    What  are  you  up  to-that' 
what  I  want  to  know!" 

[i6] 
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"To  be  furel"  agreed  Mr.  Bowie.     "Lr„H,, 

pseudo  or  imitation  article  lVI!  T;"'"  ""' 
the  hair  on.  a,  you  soTpS"  phased"  b"?  :"' 
wa»  my  difEcuItv— I  h,/-     '"'"sea  it.    But  here 

hotel-keeper,  th7tict,^  ""'  '"  '^'"**  "•»•  The 
friends  in'the  Wes^mS-frH'''"  "^  ^"*"" 
be  none  the  wis^  i  Z^J^l  •!  '^  ""u'  "'"^  «"''  ^ 
-nly  thingT do.  b  T  LT'",' '^  '  «'"^" 
chance  to  ,ee  the  great  West  ^/thj  1°"  '"''  '"" 
I  followed  after  vou    W     °Ju       '\  J'""  *P°''« 

where  we  paS  ^"-  !°^  «•  .fhat  right  here  is 

don't  know  each  othlr"^  ""^  ""  *'""8"»-    We 
what  you  lav  ;,V        '  '^°.  5^°"  understand?     If 

find  th^Farw  s  .^'i-ris'rr.  -"'  "^^'^  ^^ 

-I»Hanhavetoaf-:„TV4E^^^^^^^^ 
[17] 
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m  New  York-but  out  here  it's  different  and  I 

fh.  t  i-  J^  ':""  ''"*'"'  ^'-  Bowie,,  and 

thank  you  kmdly  for  carrying  up  my  baggage- 

Ranot"'  ^mI"  ''"IT*  """"'^  *'«  B«  Wing 
Ranch,  or  I II  tell  the  boys  to  kill  you !" 

She  grabbed  up  her  baggage  as  she  spoke  and 

fheTn^  I  "''•  "'^  ^''"  ^'-  «'"^'"  «Wed  into 
the  hotel  some  minutes  later  she  was  as  distant 
as  an  ivory  godde».  Or  a  bronze  goddess,  to 
be  exact  for  the  .sun  and  wind  had  caressed  the 
and'  ^HH    °^  ^t  ^'^  ""*"  '^'y  '^"^  "  brown 

colorS^r  Ir  »P*«'»««  "uld  only  reduce  their 
coloring  She  seemed  a  goddess  indeed  to  Bowles 
as  she  lingered  beside  the  stove,  her  smooth 

and  her  body  buoyant  with  the  grace  of  youth,  bui 
the  laughing  brown  eyes  which  had  become  the 
mirrors  of  his  life  were  turned  away  now  and  all 
the  world  was  changed. 

from^'.hJ  k"''""°i"  M  ^'T'^°'  "">«  shuffling  in 
from  the  bar  and  silently  handed  him  a  pen;  then, 
without  looKmg  at  the  name  that  was  signid.  he 
wrote  a  number  after  it  and  handed  his  guest  a  key. 
Baggage?"  he  inquired  as  Mr.  Bowles  stood 
helplessly  to  one  side. 

[i8] 
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you?"  '"•    "«*'«"'«'"  lent  up,  won't 

bniS;!'    """'''    """'■«''    '"c    hotcl-lcccpcr 
"Beg  pardon  ?" 

should  I?"  'y«inea.        why,    no— why 

struggled  to%egaTn  7scl^n-''-'T'  ""^  "  ''« 
dapped  a  handke^chieffn  h  *"  ^"  ''"''^"'y 
d"h  for  the  dtSoo^  T^nr'  '"'  "'^'^^  ' 
and  with  an  air  of  wear^d  ."nH  i  "^  T""  P""'' 
--Plained     ,  Js^Tct;?'^"" '"'  "^P- 

your  owX  ine':  TouLt     "^""'  ^°"  '"'- 
man."  ^''""K*'*  X""  was  a  travelin' 

ItwasqEhoct'andBo'^^""'"^'^^ 

-iehythe,totrrr;rs:tf 
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was  thrust  open  and  a  tall  cowboy,  booted  and 
spurred  and  shapped  and  pistoled,  came  stalking 
into  the  room.  His  broad  sombrero  was  shoved 
far  back  on  h.s  head,  showing  a  tremendous  stand 
ot  tumbled  hair,  and  his  keen  hazel  eyes  roved 
about  with  the  steady  intentness  of  a  hunting 
ammal  s;  but  only  for  the  fraction  of  a  second  did 
he  condescend  to  notice  Bowles.  He  swayed  a 
little  as  he  walked  and  the  aroma  of  whisky  came 
with  him,  but  otherwise  he  seemed  perfectly  sober. 
i>ayl    ha  called,  turning  and  kicking  the  bar 

She  did?    Well,  here's  where  I  git  hell-I  was 
supposed  to  go  down  and  meet  'eri" 

He  came  over  and  stood  by  the  stove,   ap- 
parently  oblivious  of  the  man  before  him,  and 
while  he  waited  he  cursed  himself  in  a  cynical 
impersonal  sort  of  way  that  made  a  great  im- 
pression on  Bowles. 

"Well,  where  is  she?"  he  demanded,  as  the 
proprietor  hurried  in  behind  him.  "I  ain't  had 
a  wink  of  sleep,  but  we'll  have  to  hit  the  road 
anyway. 

"Dixie's  in  getting  a  cup  of  coffee,"  answered 
the  proprietor.  "Better  have  a  seltzer  first,"  he 
wheedled,  taking  him  by  the  arm  and  drawing 
nim  toward  the  barroom. 

"You're   dead    right   there   too,    old   sport  I" 

[20] 
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responded  the  cowboy  heartily     "Mv  h.,     ■ 
b.g  as  a  balloon,  and  them  g/ays  wu/sJo  1  H  '' 
.eo^rthedashbo^ 

she  wa«  :„  :      •  "™^^«wasindanKer- 

sne  was  in  imminent  peril  of  death  I     h" 
warn  her— he  must  heln  h.,    u  "^  *""*' 

her  life  J    He  was  in  .  f         ^'  """  ^'^  '°  *«^« 

and  the  coSoy  aPPeareT  'T  ^"g  '"  'g'*!" 
a  masterful  sSd^a/d  ^  7ook T  h"'  "^  "'^'' 
Bowles  knew  all  too  well.  ^"  ''^^  *''« 

"Why,  hello,  DixI"herrU^  , 
striking  hands  U  L     ''^J^il'STo" ""^ ''"' 
comin'?    What,  don't  I  draw  notht' ^'' °"  "  ^°" 

down  at  the  tra  n  I    Hn      V°'  ""'  '""^'"8  '"e 

the  boys?  Hive    'u^en^  "Jf""  '"'^  ^^^^  ''"^  all 
Ani  •  r  ^     gentled  that  co  t  for  me  vet  ?" 

And  so,  with  many  laughing  sallies  ^h.     ^     . 

[21]  *^       ■ 
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A  WEEK  passed  by  while  Mr.  Bowles  pre- 
pared for  his  great  emprise,  and  then  one 
evening  as  the  sun  set  behind  the  purple  peaks  of 
the  Tortugas  and  lighted  up  the  white  walls  of 
the  big  hoiiie  on  the  hill  a  stranger  might  have 
been  seen  riding  up  toward  the  Bat  Wing  gate. 
In  fact,  he  was  seen,  and  the  round-up  cook,  who 
was  washing  supper  dishes  at  the  rear  of  the 
chuck-wagon,  delivered  himself  of  a  heartfelt 
curse. 

"What's  the  matter,  Gus?"  inquired  a  lounging 
cowboy  who  was  hovering  over  the  fire.  "Drop 
yore  dishrag?" 

"No;  and  I  don't  need  to  around  this  ranch  I" 
commented  Gus  with  bitter  emphasis.  "It's  a 
common  remark  or  sayin'  that  when  you  drop 
yore  dishrag  it  means  a  visitor  is  comin'— or,  as 
some  say,  it  means  bad  luck.  Now  jest  look  at 
that  ornery  feller  comin'  up  the  road  I  Can't  let 
his  hawse  out  none— can't  whip  up  a  little  and  git 
in  by  supper-time— has  to  come  draggin'  in  jest  as 
I'm  finishin'  my  work  I" 
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intently.  '"''  '^'^garded  the  stranger 

Ion  Morrdl  tr.ld  »  Z  <:  '     1"""'  ""=1  *•• 

grumbled  the  cook,  "al^Ior^"^'"'  ^°"'"  ''■°'n." 
I  sure  will  be  on  happ;^ '!  T "  "^"""•"' ' 
gJts  away  from  this  rS  ZV.V^'  "^8°" 
no-'count,  worthless  ch^,7t   "j^     ^'^  "''"'  "^  tf'ese 

:^rj:yt?"-«^-rdonS^?s 

^e^rj5d^fJrx^s:ts-'T-^' 
ffi^s^-„dria?,:5r:::c:^^ 

you  ?  AiL't^hem'thf  fa2°°''  "  '^'"  ^''^P"-  will 
new,  too-and  g^  onllZ  """'"  l'?°"«'' '  «ight 
Must^be  a  fore«  ranger  ?"  ^'■"'  ''«  ^^-hooterl 

d-ptdoTlt'thegaS'  Te°'-  ^  ^"^  ^*""^- 

"Don't  give  a  rfp   f  he"fdr^'*^"i'"='" 
whom  Uncle  Sam's  gly  vL'    f   '"""'"^  G"^'  '° 

■lately  associatel^ptrpi::^^^ 
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grumbling  and  slamming  down  dishes,  he  returned 
to  his  manifold  duties. 

But  the  stranger  was  evidently  not  a  common 
chuck-rider;  in  fact,  so  gloriously  was  he  appar- 
eled that  the  moment  his  rigging  became  apparent 
the  idling  cowboy  made  a  swift  sneak  to  the  bunk- 
house,  where  the  boys  were  wrangling  over  a  pitch 
game,  and  turned  in  a  general  alarm. 

"Come  out,  fellers,"  he  whispered  hoarsely, 
"and  see  the  new  tenderfoot!  Hurry  up,  he's 
goin'  over  tb  the  big  house  I  Say,  he's  a  forest 
ranger  all  right!" 

"Nothin'  of  the  kind!"  asserted  a  burly  cow- 
puncher,  thrusting  his  head  out  the  door.  "Movin' 
picture  cowboy,  I'll  bet  a  hat  I" 

The  stranger  remounted  gracefully  as  they 
gazed  out  at  him;  then  he  touched  his  jaded  sorrel 
with  the  spur  and  trotted  over  to  the  big  house 
gate — and  as  he  trotted  he  rose  rhythmically  in 
his  stirrups,  while  all  cowboy-land  stood  aghast! 

"English!"  they  gasped  in  a  chorus,  and  burst 
into  fervid  curses  as  they  stared  at  the  uncouth 
sight.  A  grown  man,  a  white  man,  and  hopping 
up  and  down  like  that  I  Holy,  jumping  Jerusa- 
lem! They  beat  each  other  on  the  back  in  an 
agony  of  despair — and  yet  it  was  no  more  than 
Mr.  Bowles,  dropping  back  into  his  old  Central 
Park  habits.  To  be  sure,  the  man  who  coached 
[24] 
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him  at  Chula  Vista  had  warned  him  against  it  re. 
peatedly,  but  the  customs  of  a  lifetime  are  „!; 

Zf  °"*  '"  ^.""''"'^'  '"'^  '°  that  Txte„rMr 
Bowles  was  still  an  Easterner. 

The  big  white  house  in  which  Henry  Lee  maH. 
abiding  place  of  Presidents  in  Washing.    The 

s?Mdf.^th:t;^^;^alr5 

by  a  broad  wooden  gaCfrl  A-  T"".*^'*^ 
env  ous  world  helnw     ^X  'ooKed  down  upon  the 

the  pioneer  cattleman  of  the  Tor^gas  VaS  ,nA 

a  -an  who  had  fought  IndiansTirfc? 

[25] 


BAT  WING  BOWLES 

He  was  a  great  man— old  Henry  Lee— but  to 
Bowles  chiefly  distinguished  by  being  the  father 
of  Dixie  May. 

"Ah,  good-evening  1"  he  began,  bringing  his 
heels  together  and  bowing.    "Are  you  Mr.  Lee  ?" 

The  cattleman  looked  at  him  a  moment  with  a 
calm,  appraising  eye.  He  was  a  small,  rather 
slight  man,  but  iquare-shouldered  and  far  from 
decrepit — also,  he  had  seen  the  procession  go  by 
for  quite  a  while,  and  he  could  judge  most  men  by 
their  faces. 

"That's  my  name,"  he  said,  rising  quietly  from 
his  place.    "What  can  I  do  for  you?" 

"My  name  is  Bowles,"  said  that  gentleman,  fol- 
lowing the  procedure  he  thought  most  fitting  in 
one  seeking  employment.  "Mr.  Scrimsher,  of 
Chula  Vista,  has  referred  me  to  you  in  regard  to 
a  position  as  cowboy.  I  should  like  very  much  to 
get  such  a  place." 

"Sorry,  Mr.  Bowles,"  answered  Mr.  Lee, 
knocking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe,  "but  I'm  not 
taking  on  any  hands  at  present." 

"Oh,  indeed !"  murmured  the  would-be  cowboy, 
not  at  all  dismayed.  "Perhaps  there  will  be  an 
opening  for  me  later?" 

"No ;  I'm  afraid  not.    I  generally  take  on  about 
the  same  boys  every  year,  or  men  that  know  the 
country,  and  there  won't  be  any  place  for  you." 
[26] 
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tJ^u"  '""  'fT'^hing  very  final  about  the  wav 
that  this  was  sa.d,  and  Bowles  paused  to  meditlte 

Turn  your  horse  into  the  oasture  ,n^    •» 
supper  at  the  wagon,"  addedXrd':  /"iT: 

I  can  readily  understand,  Mr.  Lee  "  h^  !,-„, 
"why  you  hesitate  to  employ  a  stranlr   a„/    ' 
Pecally  a  man  who  has  newly  cLS^''^  "' 
but  if  you  would  give  me  a  U7  or  X^Ti 
am  sure  you  would  find  me  a  very  wiHingwork  r 

ylo'.    P.,b.p,  now— '°       ^  ">■  ""'"'  <■' 
punch,,  h,h.  ,""!;!  ""°""i '"  ''«■  *  »"»< 
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lated  to  put  the  ordinary  tenderfoot  in  his  place; 
but  Mr.  Bowles  came  from  a  self-selected  class  of 
people  who  are  accustomed  to  having  their  own 
way,  and  he  would  not  acknowledge  himself 
beaten. 

"Now,  really,  Mr.  Lee,"  he  protested,  "I  don't 
think  you  are  quite  fair  to  me  in  this.  As  I  un- 
derstand it,  your  round-up  is  just  beginning,  and  I 
am  sure  I  could  be  of  some  service — for  a  few 
days,  at  least." 

The  old  man  glanced  at  his  fancy  new  outfit, 
and  thought  he  saw  another  way  out. 

"Can  you  ride?"  he  inquired,  asking  that  first 
fatal  question  before  which  so  many  punchers  go 
down. 

"Yes,  sir,"  answered  Bowles  politely. 
"You  mean  you  can  ride  a  gentle  horse,"  cor- 
rected Lee.    "I've  got  some  pretty  wild  ones  in  my 
bunch,  and  of  course  a  new  hand  couldn't  expect 
to  get  the  best.    Can  you  rope  ?" 

"No,  I  mean  any  horse,"  retorted  Bowles, 
avoiding  the  subject  of  roping.  "Any  horse  you 
have." 

"Hmml"  observed  Mr.  Lee,  laying  down  his 
pipe  and  regarding  his  man  with  interest.  "Did 
you  ever  ride  any  bad  horses?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  lied  Bowles;  "several  of  them." 
"And  you  think  you  can  ride  any  horse  I've  got, 
[28] 


THE  BAT  WING  RANCH 

eh?"  mused  Lee.     "Well    I'll  ».ii  ». 

n»^i.. »   u  .       "eiii    ill   tell   you,    Mr 

liXytrT'"'.  "•'"'''"«  -'T  deiiS: : 

ateiy,    1  ve  got  a  horse  in  my  remuda  that  killeH 
a  man  last  fall-if  you'll  ride  him  I'll  f=,t 
for  a  puncher."  *"'"'  5"°"  °" 

"Very  well,  sir,"  responded  Bowles      "An^ 
;hank  you  very  much.    It's  very  Jdt/you, I'm' 

in  m!  ""■"'^/°  ^^  """^  '''^  "«'<="«'"  "topped  him 
n  h.s  second  str.de.  His  bluff  had  been  calleT 
or  .t  would  never  do  to  go  to  a  show-down-not 
•'HeJ:rw  ^'  '  "'"'"  ''°°''  -  his  hands 

"I  don',  l^f  '  """"*^'"  ^'  "'«=d  impatiently. 

o   taSL?'"^^  ^''r  ^^^"^'  ^«  '^''«''  the  use 
ot  talkmg  ?     The  only  way  for  vou  to  cet  to  h^, 

cow-puncher  is  to  work  ud  to  .>.!,!.  ^  ' 

body  does     I'll  „■  '^^  .    '*'  *"*  ^^^  «^ery. 

a  rnL^K      J  V  ^T  J'""  '  '°^  «"  flunky  at  twenty 

Jou  on  f  '"?  '"""'''  ""'^  'f  y°"  '"'•k*  good  S  p^ 
you  on  for  horse  wrangler.    How  doe's  that  strE 

quirfd^fij''.'*  "'  •*'"=  *^"''"  °f  "  fl«nky?"  in- 
posaL"  ^"'*'  '""*'="'  ^''^^  yo""-  first  pro- 

w.Zm7  "''''''•"  '"^'""^'1  J^r.  Lee  dryly     "But 
Tt   hlTu?"  f^  ""T-    ^"  ^  "-''/'''as  to  do 
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punS-  '^'  °'^"  P°"*i'"'-the  job  of  cow- 

"You  don't  think  I'll  let  vou  r!Hr  th,*  u 
you  r  demanded  Mr.  u/Z^  """^  ''''-•  ''^ 
Why-so  I  understood  you." 

hirielV'LTaidTl'l  r  ""'^  ""'^  ""«"»<>  to 

;neher;.?;.;t^Sr.::s;^ttr 

some  concessions  to  pay  for  it 

killed  Dunb,r  is  the  lr«  "an-eaS  in  ^  *"* 
try-I  ought  to  have  shot  ShT  brute  o„"  Z^°Z 
'f  you  try  to  ride  him  he'll  throw  vou  be^nr 
git  your  stirrup.    More'n  ,h,lZ  l^,  •  ,     '^'^  y°" 

zona ;  30  .hat's  the  use  of  talking  abo  t"  ?  Now 
tion  of  you-how  about  that  fiunky  job?"  ^ 
-mT'r"?e"Cr;;,^f-  .«-'-  hesitated  a 
-hernotactrsi^rrt'iiS^^SL'-'j;? 
;r::  i^S"'-'^  °^  ^-  -  o^erVre-altS! 
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'■Now,  here  I"  cried  the  cattleman  fiercely.  "I'll 
make  you  a„.,tant  horse  wrangler,  at  thirty  do 
m  a  month, andif  you don'tacceptril  tell  Hal 
to  catch  up  the  old  man-killer  and  put  youTn   he 

or  you      find  Henry  Lee  a  man  of  his  word  I 

tinn"  *}l\'Y'"  ""  ^'^""'  »  ">«!«•  posi- 
tion-— he  began;  and  old  Henry  brought  his 
teeth  together  with  a  click. 

raved""  "Y°^  "^""J'"   '^"°""*  tenderfoot  I"   he 

ed  white!    You  ain't  worth  a  cent  to  me,  sir-no, 

slL-     ,    1^"''."°''  ^'^  8omg  to  learn  you 

on  o  ?n^  K  ^  ■  'f  "''  '^'"^  *°  P"*  'he  saddle 
on  old  Dunbar  in  the  morning,  and  you'll  have  to 
ride  him,  sir,  or  own  yourself  a  coward  I" 

Vej7  well,  sir,"  answered  Bowles,  with  mili- 
tary  stiffness.  "Very  well!  I  will  see  you  in  the 
morning,  then."  '  * 

He  bowed  and  strode  off  down  the  path,  his 
thTi'^'  !f  P*""^  ponderously  as  he  walked ;  and 
the  old  cattleman  brushed  his  eyes  to  drive  the 
mad  thought  away. 
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up  idea.  >h::'^'''^;i^;'>^:<^'^y»-f^d. 

up  against  Gloomy  Gu« %h.    T  1^"  ""^  '^"' 
•our  dough  for  men  nM        "?''•    '^"'  ''•d  »« the 

grandfather   me^  who"""*''  *"  ^'  ^'-  «°^'"' 
the  .uperior,  of  ,„  '"u"'    '^   ''^   «^"«d. 

contrast  to  thewTL.     '^'"J"'^^*-    I"  «rikmg 

entirely  toVtg'up^Vthe'bi^r"  '"'  5"«"^' 
after  tying  up  hVhol^Lt^  5°"'l'.  '"'^  '"'«"• 

Mr.  lie's  long."  ea.?redh/  ''''"  ''""'  "^ 

UD  to  th,  '"""^"^"'ured  hay,  he  came  draintinir 

passed     ^I^'^T«°"'  *'"'  '»»"'  of  Srace  had 

.Wers?S?e"d\7ar^^^      ""''»  "^^  «« 
of  them  looS  ^p"^-'*"'^"'^  'o^^oy,  and  neither 

"Ah,  pardon  me,"  bejran  Mr    B„»,i 
perhaps  a  trace  nf\r.  /        ■      ?°^^''<  with 

The  red-headed  cowboy  sat  like  a  graven  im- 
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JSTSS/''"'^''"'" '"'"'-•  ••"'«"«"y  the 

"/rl°"f"  ''"f .'"'?  "«'"'  •>"«'  Mi«er,"  he  .aid 
»na  uien,  by  grab,  he  quitil" 

hind  *  •  '''  """""^'^  '^'"'  ">«  "-atter  i„ 

.o;|iiv'eriTdr„r.'^°^"''--^"^ 

BrigSP""*^'^"'^"'"'-    "Did  you  hear  that. 

The  cowboy  nodded  gravely  and  .quinched  hi. 
humorou.  eyes   at  the  fire.     He  was  a   h„rl 
young  man.  dressed  for  businesVn  overall.  aS 

hi, 7/  f '8«°'-topped  boots;  and  from  the  way 
hu  fat  cheeks  wrinkled  up  it  was  eviden/h  ^ 
expecting  some  fun  ^'"'  *"  *" 

" w  ''"d  del. vered  his  ultimatum. 

ner  !!   ff      •'"•  ^'"•"  ''^  "^P^^,  making  his  man- 
ner as  offensive  as  possible,  "you  go  back  and  tdl 
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Mr.  Lee  that  I  won't  give  you  no  dinner.  Sav.-y? 
Ef  you'd  come  round  when  you  first  rode  in  I 
might  ve  throwed  you  out  somethin',  but  now  you 
can  rustle  yore  own  grub." 

At  these  revolutionary  remarks,  Mr.  Bowles 
started,  and  for  a  moment  he  almost  forgot  his 
breedmg;  then  he  withdrew  into  himself,  and  let 
the  gaucherte  pass  with  the  contempt  which  it  de- 
served. But  it  is  hard  to  be  dignified  when  you  are 
hungry,  and  after  several  minutes  of  silence  he 
addressed  himself  to  the  cowboy. 

"Excuse  me,"  he  said,  "but  is  there  any  other 
P'»«  ""'■by  where  I  could  buy  a  little  food?" 

W'y,  no,  stranger,"  returned  the  cowboy 
amiably;  "I  don't  reckon  there  is.  Why  don't 
you  pick  up  a  little  around  here?  They's  some 
coffee  in  that  pot." 

He  nodded  toward  a  large  black  coffee-pot  that 
stood  simmering  by  the  fire,  and  Bowles  cast  a 
questioning  glance  at  the  cook. 

"Hop  to  it  I"  exclaimed  that  dignitary,  not  a 
httle    awed    by   the    stranger's    proud    reserve, 
ihey  s  some  bread  in  that  can  up  there." 
But  still  Bowles  was  helpless. 
^"Er— where  do  you  eat?"  he  inquired,  looking 
—  some  sign  of  a  table,  or  even  of 


and  cup. 


'■  plate 


'Anywhere  1"  answered  the  cook,  with  a  large 
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motion  of  the  hand.    Then,  as  his  guest  still  stood 
staring,  he  wearily  rose  to  his  feet.    Without  a 
word,  he  reached  down  into  a  greasy  box  and 
grabbed  out  a  tin  plate  and  cup;  from  another 
compartment  he  fished  forth  a  knife,  fork  and 
spoon;  with  a  pot-hook  he  lifted  the  cover  of  an 
immense  Dutch  oven,  thumped  an  oil-can  half-full 
of  cooked  beans,  and  slopped  a  little  coffee  out 
of  the  pot.    Then  he  let  down  the  hinged  door  to 
his  chuck-box,  spread  a  clean  white  flour  sack  on 
it,  laid  out  the  dishes  with  elaborate  solicitude, 
and  slumped  down  again  by  the  fire.     Nothing 
said— and  the  cowboy  sat  nerveless  in  his  place 
—but  Mr.  Bowles  felt  rebuked.  He  was  a  tender- 
foot—an Easterner  masquerading  as  a  cowboy— 
and  every  movement  of  the  sardonic  pot-tender 
was  calculated  to  rub  it  in  and  leave  him,  as  it  did, 
in  a  welter  of  rage  and  shame. 

From  the  oil-can  he  dipped  out  some  beans; 
he  poured  coffee  and  ate  in  silence,  not  daring  to 
ask  for  butter  or  sugar  lest  he  should  still  further 
reveal  his  ignorance;  and  when  he  had  finished 
his  meal  he  slipped  away  and  went  out  to  look  at 
his  horse.  A  piano  was  tinkling  up  at  the  big 
house,  and  the  stars  were  very  bright,  but  neither 
stars  nor  music  could  soothe  his  wounds,  and  at 
last  he  went  back  to  the  fire.  The  cook  was  gone 
now,  and  the  cowboy  also;  the  big  noise  was  in 
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thunder,  yon  pC",  ^^S^' 'S?!,'^  "».  h 

^  nc  r  irst  Step  Toward  Destruction  "    Af  ,  i 
table,  upon  which  burned  a  smoTv^'  '°"« 

of  roughly  dressedTen  werwr'a„Z/  '""" 

fron,:hrefd!;:Catee";';^^^^^^^^^^^ 
all  a  ferocious,  cave  dleller  aTn  *'^'  '^"^ 

intent  were  thev  nl  »k^  appearance;  and  so 

looked  up      i7b°    ^",'1"«"'=I  'h«  not  a  man 

-er^3he^aJrJ-l-rl2«^;^^ 

the  »>ngle  exception  of  the  red-headed  cow- 
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boy  who  was  playing  a  mouth-organ  in  the  corner 
—until  the  missing  jack  was  produced. 

A  wooden  bunk,  built  against  the  wall,  was 
weighed  down  with  a  sprawling  mass  of  long- 
hmbed  men ;  on  the  floor  the  canvas-covered  beds 
of  the  cowboys  were  either  thrown  flat  or  still 
doubled  up  in  rolls;  and  the  only  other  furniture 
m  sight  was  the  two  benches  by  the  table  and  a 
hot  stove  that  did  yeoman  service  as  a  cuspidor. 
The  air  was  thick  with  the  smoke  of  cigarettes, 
and  those  who  did  not  happen  to  be  smoking 

.3  n'"'?^  P'"8  "''"'^^°'  »'«  the  thing  which 
struc*  Bowles  as  most  remarkable  was  the  ac- 
curacy with  which  they  expectorated.  A  half 
oil-can  filled  with  ashes  served  as  a  mark  on  the 
farther  side;  and  the  big,  bull-voiced  puncher  who 

thLl  """^^  ^'^  '•''"  ~'"*  '"  ^"  'Pitting 
through  a  distant  knot-hole,  which  was  rapidly 
becoming  the  center  of  a  "Texas  Flag." 
,n1"^'J'  '^''I  astounding  to  Bowles!  even  after 
all  he  had  read  and  seen  enacted  on  the  films,  to 
observe   the    rude   abandon   of  these   Western 
characters  and  particularly  in  their  speech.   Some- 
how the  Western  tales  he  had  read  had  entirely 
failed    o  catch  the  startling  imagery  of  their 
vernacu  ai^or  perhaps  the  editors  had  cut  it  out. 
I  he  well-known  tendency  toward  personal  violence, 
however,  was  ever  present,  and  as  Bowles  made 
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bold  to  overlook  the  game  a  controversy  sprang  „„ 
which  threatened  to  result  in  bloodshed  '^  ^ 

Texan  J'""-^"'"''  !»»"-»  burly,  hook-nosed 
I  exan,  who  answered  to  the  name  of  Buck-was 
playing  partners  with  a  tall,  slim,  quiet-spoken 

cards  "and  °  "'"'"'t  '"  '"'  ^ho^s  r  tJ 
cards,  and  agamst  them  were  ranged  a  good- 
natured  youth  called  Happy  Jack  and  the  pre- 
umptuous  cowboy  who  had  offered  to  kiss  Dbcie 
Lee.     ihe  gam<;  was  fast,  proceeding  by  signs 
and  grunts  and  mysterious  knocks  on  the  table 
and  as  ,t  neared  its  close  and  each  man  threw 
down  h.s  cards  ^th  a  greater  vehemence,  Happy 
Jack  flipped  out  three  final  cards  and  made  a  grll 
for  the  matches.    But  this  did  not  suit  the  ideas 
of  the  bull  moose  and  his  partner,  and  they  rose 
from  their  seats  with  a  roar 

"You  ain't  got  no  game,"  put  in  the  au\et 

inltr  f  "?^.  '""•*  ^°"  P'*'  y-"  ^-d'ou 
instead  of  makm'  a  grab?" 

frieS'T/"'''?,'';'"'  "P  °™*  Lee's  miscreant 
tr  end,  leaning  half-way  across  the  table.     "You- 

"Yes,   you  Willi"  sneered  Buck,  shoving  his 
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5i*„V?''A°'^'"'  "  '^  '°  ^"^  *»«  Wow.  "You 
did,  and  don  t  you  never  think  for  a  moment  that 
you  can  run  it  over  me  and  Bill,  because  y^uTain't 
Now  you  better  pull  in  that  ornery  face  of  yourn 
wh.le  .fs  all  together-and  we're  goin'  Jo  co^it 
them  cards,  by  this-and-that,  if  if.  the  last  art  ?" 

very  ver'^Vof,'  '"'^  '"T^'^^'  ''PP"'"''^  °"  'h« 
very  verge  of  a  personal  conflict;  but  as  the  olav 

wore  on  Bowles  became  increasingly  aware  o  a 
contemptuous  twinkle  that  dwelt  in  the  eTes  of  Ih! 
,7"  ""'='1  Hardy  Atkins.  Then  i"t  Jtc^o^er  Wm 
suddenly  that  other  eyes  were  upon  him-  and  iT 
stantjy  the  typical  We-ern  scene  was  ;reid' 
and  he  saw  h  mself  m  >  the  fool.  Nolrj  of 
C^.?    it'Jr^?"  ^'"     ■"'"*  '°  '^'  well-plald 

;:r4-ratrtrdtarfrr^'«'' 

!^/p,    At  ^"''''  ^'^  '""^'•'^d  him  alrJadJ 
choke  '  ^"'  '^'  ""*"  ^'^^  *"=  ''°P«d  '^ould 

^rnffl"  '"'"?''  L"  **"  P'*'*"  8'>'"«=  languished  and  a 
scuflJe  made  the  bunk  untenable,  stray  cowboy! 

feed  t"''  rf'  ^«''"'  --  ^°  -k  - 

their  beds  beneath  the  wagon-sheds  and  others  to 
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foregather  about  the  fire     F;~* 

the  red-headed  man  eaSed  S Lh""""*  ^'^  *" 

Bowles,  after  sittincr. nil;      f'*'"''":  and  when 

after  tChl  arBSat'r'''''  '°''T' 
traction.     Perched  m,o„  ^  ""*"  °^  «- 

with  one  frecSed  hanH  K  u    "P*"™*"^  ^°^'  '"d 

chuckle.  "lauiged   in   a   reminiscent 

rackm  along  out  of  the  side-tent,  a-bowi  ■ 


fl,«  i„j-  ,     .         ""  s'ae-tent,  a-l 

ttil'"  !"':!!''*.*""' ^-"^''^  dog, 


think  I 


was  goin'  to  do 


in'  to  all 

js,  until  you'd 

But  all  the  kids 


was  on,  and  they  begin  to  laugh  and  throw 
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fifteen  years,  and Tve  '  time        ""  '^°'"'  '*  ^*" 
I'd  make  ml  jumSe  "^    '"^  ~'"«  *°  «  ^oop 

his  whip-and  wheVfro    ^^■'""'"  '^""''^  P°P 
other  sidTfh,    ML    ^  ""'  squanderin-  out  the 

they  ex^TsltXtr  ttrr  ''^  ^""-^ 
as  I  was  onlv  th^  fill  •  """^y-  ""<'  ^ein' 

"  «n.^„  "'  wT.t°T  "'  T"  '"^^ 

a  couple  of  foni  ruJ     ^  °'"'^'  ""  ^hen 

carricrme  o/o„ /SerT  .'"T'  °"'  ""^ 
was  pretty  nigh  s"ck  Th  J  f.''' ''"«'''''  *'"  '^ey 
Is  Jd-lTnlefs  lotebSy'irlr  kiil  J  ^".""^ 
t.ght-wads  won't  spend  a  cent -^  ''•  *'*"" 

himseVat'TetVh-n"  ^'"^i"^^  «  ««'e  to 
launched  outiraLt'"""  '"^  '"''^^'-'  ''^ 
"Yes.  sirl"  he  began.    "That's  a  great  place- 
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old  Coney.  You  boy»  that'*  never  been  off  the 
range  don't  know  what  it  is  you've  missed. 
There's  side  shows,  and  circuses,  and  shoot-the- 
chutes,  and  whirley-go-rounds,  and  Egyptian 
seeresses,  and  hot-dog  joints,  and— well,  say, 
speakin'  of  hot-dog  reminds  me  of  the  time  I  took 
the  job  of  spieler  fer  Go-Go,  the  dog-faced  boy. 
This  here  Go-Go  was  a  yaller  nigger  that  they 
had  rigged  up  like  a  cannibal  and  put  in  a  big  box 
along  with  a  lot  of  dehorned  rattlesnakes,  Gila 
monsters,  and  sech.  It  was  my  job  to  stand  up 
over  the  box,  while  the  ballyhoo  man  outside  was 
pullin'  'em  in,  and  pop  a  whip  over  this  snake- 
eatin'  cannibal,  and  let  on  like  he  was  tryin'  to 
escape.  I  had  a  little  old  pistol  that  I'd  shoot  off, 
and  then  Go-Go  would  rattle  his  chain  and  yell 
'Owww-toah/'  like  he  was  sure  eatin'  'em  alive. 

"That  was  the  barker's  cue,  and  he'd  holler  out : 
'Listen  to  the  wild  thing!  He  howls,  and  howls, 
and  howls  1  Go-Go,  the  wild  boy,  the  snake-eatin' 
Igorotte  from  the  Philippines!  Step  right  in, 
ladles  and  gentlemen!     The  price  is  ten  cents, 

one  dime,  the  tenth  part  of  a  dollar '  and  all 

that  kind  of  stuff,  until  the  place  was  filled  up. 
Then  it  was  my  turn  to  spiel,  and  I'd  git  up  on  the 
box,  with  a  blacksnake  in  one  hand  and  that  little 
old  pistol  in  the  other,  and  say: 

"'La-adies  and  gentle-men,  before  our  per- 
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"  'Oww-wahl'  he'd  veil   shatm'  i.:.    u  • 
tearin-  around  in  his  b^^*  wl 'L?/' "a^-j' 
then  he'd  grab  up  them  pore,  sufferin'  rattlesnakes 

S^s  rf^'  r".'^  1""*= '''"  "°""«J  his  neck,  and  sn" 
h^  teeth  hke  he  was  bitin'  heads  offland  me 

scare  them  fool  people  most  to  death 
[43] 
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^nZnc'^;iz:t  '•"' "'  "■  ""*«»  '•»  -. 

between  ,«?  and  pi  w'!?;,:  ^"  """"'d  down 

give  him  in  order  to  X  Z,  "  ."?-*^°"  ^'  '"^ 

"•'^'•.  a.b.-g.  buck  In  uTftrnThl^wS^tf  ^?''- 
come  in  with  the  h..n-.i.       j.     .      West  Show 

.     eumbh-ng  out  of  the  SkJ.::''  '"''''"  "- 
Let.  roast  some  rib,,"  said  one. 
anothe;.     ""**""' ^'"<^  "d  lick,"  ,„.,„ed 
^^.  Jhafs  the  matter  with  aigs?"  broke  i„  a 

ed'?'rTyS^r"i.(;sj'-^^^^ 

story  I"  °'d  Brig's  tellin'  us  a 

well,   keep   still,   can't   ve?"    ,„„    i  j     . 
anxious  listener- but  lilrnr.    '^         aPPwled   the 
The  chuck-box  wa,  brok     '""  "°*  °"  '''"  "'ds. 

^or  a  butcher-L7:;tKs  BrwTnt  0"^'''' 
«way  the  ribs  of  the  cook's  beVf  SrH     a  .""" 

-d^H.s  friends  made  merry  StSUttr 

Ha;Sifi2:j?iv-'^""'"«''''"^"'"^"-d 
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it  with  spirit  r  ""Knam,  for  he  answered 

he'morte?**''r'"°"  *''""  •°'"'  '"""  ""  'ay." 

.4jns:niri«;„;^;^;;:;,r  - '•-'''- 

jeered  aJI.''"!!',  '«"°""^   J»'=''    Mormon." 

liar  than  oW  T       d   '  ^''^  ""^  y°"  '^"  "  '^""er 
A  guSaw  greeted  this  allusion  to  the  fate  nf 

P.7rh„ri''"''J"''  "'  """^  'l^™  Tom  Pq. 

S^.nd  «nS  ^r  '■»"'•  •"'"^°«'  *'T 
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mellow  philosophy.  '    '  "P**''  '"»»  • 

"I  *-''Vn''it";ntr„'7o?'*  r.r''" «  «-'"= 

d«y  it,  but  UM't  one  of  ^/    "•  ""''  '  ''°"'' 
Wieve  .  thina  ie.t  h,?,       ,    "'  ""="  ''>«  won't 

n.n,e-but  the  ch«nc«  tTc   ^11'^"  ^T""  ^''* 
Coney,  he'll  tell  you  mv«„  •     •     *  '*'"  ''«"  »° 
"Hn-.    L        ,       ™y  »fones  It  nothin'  " 

v-kc  StreLrnd^ftfe  "Ti  '■^'•" 

th«N.  true,  they're  alftI;V;er?.^"'''^  •'"-''•    ^^ 

'•We'Jie.fLt"hetr'^^^^^^^^^ 

I  «id  a  n't  true  ni  „r       '""'  y°"'  »"d  ''  what 

wa.  tellin'  t^e,    pT"ZT  ""'  i'""  »«''"•    ^ 
picker,  that  back  at  S.v T. f  J""  "«°n- 

*«  did  high  divi„.f:"T !  "'^  '\'y  '^^ » '^""• 

All  right,  then,  thS  rjhat  I  tol?  '  J"''  '''"  ^ 
A«  divin'  sport  had  a  llV  t  J""-  '  '°'*1 '''" 
with  a  tank  of  water  at'the  In^"^"^  ^'  '"«''• 

'onn,facin'UtKS-J'«^^^^^^^ 
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?l!iT  ./'"l  •"  '**«""  •"  '""  *»'"  b.ckward.. 
•ndfin«IIy  when  everything  wat  let,  he  threw  a 
fl.p-fl.p  and  hit  that  tank  a  dead  center  without 
hurtin  himielf  .  bit.  Now.  how  about  it-i.  that 
a  lier 

He  looked  up  at  Bowlet  with  a  steady  gaie;  and 
that  gentleman  did  not  fail  him 

"Why,  no,"  he  ..id;  "really,  I  ,ee  no  rea.on  to 
doubt  what  you  say.  Of  course,  I  haven't  been  to 
Coney  Island  recently,  but  such  events  are  quite 
a  common  occurrence  there." 

.    "^°Jr'.y°"  *'f'  '"q^i^d  Brigham  triumphant- 

'y-       Ihis  gentleman  has  been  around  a  little. 

Hack  at  Coney  them  stunts  is  nothin'  I    They  don't 

even  charge  admission." 

"But  how  can  that  feller  hit  the  water  every 

t.me?    argued  B.ll  the  doubter,  pressing  forward 
to  fight  the  matter  out. 

"Don't  make  no  difference  how  he  does  it" 
answered  Brigham ;  "that's  hh  business.  If  people 
knowed  how  he  done  it.  they  wouldn't  come  to  see 

im  no  more.  By  jicks,  I'd  jest  like  to  take  some 
of  you  fellers  back  to  New  York  and  show  you 
some  of  the  real  sights.  I  ain't  hardly  dared  to 
open  niy  mouth  since  I  took  on  with  this  ignorant 
outfit,  but  now  that  I  got  a  gentleman  here  that's 
been  around  a  little  I  may  loosen  up  and  tell  you 
a  few  thmgs. ' 
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*J«  doggone  MorZ'aSi™™  ''"  ""•    "hJ 
the  Territoryl     Been  d  f^  "V'""  ''""  «>«" 

That's  all  nVh^.  '?'''•  !"J'"h7e  and '• 

"I  reckon— -•.*"*•     '"°««d  Brigham  stoutly 

o/S'  ^l7thro2:7''^'?''-«<^  the  voice' 
roast  these  riSsr  ^  *^°''"  *'*  ^"-"e  so  I  can 

another  story-andTeprtedft''fc  edged  in 
Jt  ^^s  a  trifle  improbable   nerL^  ^"^  ^*"^'"- 
'^s  getting  the  spirit  ofLn^''  ''"*  Bowles 
vouched  for  it  incvc^'t^T'  ^"*  ""^  he 
*he  ribs  were  done  he^^f,':';'?"--    Jhen  when 
meat  from  the  bones  a^H  ?  •   f  ^  **  *"«hed 
pinch  of  salt,  for Iwa,  de//  '*  '"'J^'"'^  ^'^'^  » 
'port.    Buck  and  BriX J^t""'"''^  j"  •>*  '  »">« 
t^o  pounds  apiece  aS  r=.     ?"'"*  ^^^  °«  *<> 
dogs;  but  Mr  Bowles  fL'*^  "^  ^''^  ''«""  like 
•Jw'-res.    What  he  realini"'T,'"°'^"'''«  ''"  his 
»  place  to  sleep    burtir**''  f"*-  ^"  a  bed  or 
cached  him  on'^  owbo.  ,  fS^'r",  ^''^  ''-d 
fancy  outfit-had  noT  .^^  1-      ."*^  *°'<^  him  his 

commodations/andlXwrs't*^  ''V^'""'  - 
--    ^---ar^^^^HaS'lS;;^ 
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house""''  ^°"''^*''  ^''^  e»ng  back  to  the  bunk- 
Each  man  went  to  his  big  blanket  roll  and 
spread  it  out  for  the  night  without  a  single  glance 
at  the  suppliant,  for  a  cowboy  hates  to  share  his 
bed;  but  as  they  were  taking  off  their  boots  Brig- 
nam  Clark  spoke  up. 

,„'i'^'f  ^°^  *1'  "°  ^"^^  "tranger?"  he  inquired; 
and  when  Bowles  shook  his  head  he  looked  at 
Hardy  Atkins,  who  as  bronco-twister  and  top- 
hand  held  the  job  of  straw-b  ,.  A  silence  fell 
and  Bowles  glanced  about  uneasily. 

"There's  a  bed  over  there  in  the  saddle-room," 
observed  Atkms,  with  a  peculiar  smile. 

A  startled  look  went  around  the  room,  and  then 
Buck  came  in  on  the  play. 
';Yes,"  he  said,  "that  feller  ain't  here  now." 
Oh,  thank  you,"  began  Bowles,  starting  to- 
ward it;  but  he  was  halted  in  his  tracks  by  a  savage 
oath  from  Brigham.  ** 

"Here!"  he  ordered.  "You  come  and  sleep 
with  me— that's  Dunbar's  bed  I" 
^  "Dunbaj^sl"  exclaimed  Bowles  with  a  gasp. 
Ah,  I  see  I  And  with  a  secret  shudder  he  turned 
away  from  the  dead  man's  bed  and  crept  in  next 
to  Brigham. 
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the momine and  Rn»  '^^  '°'""  "dock  in 

3udde„,/"hr%hfoTl"Ce^r' "'^'"P '^'^- 
eyes  and  he  heard  the  co^t  ^'  ''"■°^"  '"  ^s 
horse  wranglers  '^  *  "'""  '•°«'"«  «P  the 

the'ISr-'c^^uoT-'  '^^''•"«  ««8''«'n  by 
^  *'A«  right.  G„?r?;,^S'J;.t°^^dayl-. 

down  for  another  nap  bw  ?I^''''"' ^'^dling 
awakened  too  manv  ^!  •  bloomy  Gus  had 
deceived  by  I  27RT'''^^  ^^^^''^^^  *°  be 
to  finish  breakS  ht  sS^V.'^  °"  '''^  ^^'^  °"* 
boots  and  woke  him  uVt^T:  '^u"''"  ^righam's 
with  many  a  vain  Tn^-  u  *"'"  **""  *°  bim.   So, 

fellow  wrLXXeTnTeJr'blf '"  7'  ^'^ 
out  to  round  uDthoh^r  boots  and  went 

ward  a  shr«l  JeJ  irtr/""".: '"' ^''^ 
breakfast  was  ready  ^Jv"  '?°^  ^^  "°*'«  *bat 
again  and  beatTa„Wv'!  Tf  *'""'''=  ^'^ll'^d 
.rumble  of  the  hors"  .iL^^^t  f^? '/^en,  as  the 
"'as  heard,  he  came  and 


'  open  the  door. 
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"Hey,  git  up,  boysl"  he  shouted.  "Breakfast's 
waitin'  and  the  remuda  is  in  the  c'rell  I  The  old 
man  will  be  down  hollerin'  'Hawses  I'  before  you 
git  yore  coffee  I" 

The  bite  of  the  cold  morning  air  swept  in  as 
he  stood  there  and  roused  them  at  last  to  action. 
Swiftly  Buck  and  Bill  and  Happy  Jack  rolled  out 
and  hustled  into  their  clothes;  other  men  not  yet 
known  by  name  hurried  forth  to  wash  for  break- 
fast; and  at  last  Bowles  stepped  out,  to  find  the 
sky  full  of  stars.    A  cold  wind  breathed  in  from 
the  east,  where  the  deceitful  radiance  of  the  false 
dawn  set  a  halo  on  the  distant  ridges;  and  the 
cowboy's  life,  for  the  moment,  seemed  to  offer 
very  little  to  an  errant  lover.    Around  the  cook's 
fire,  with  their  coat  collars  turned  up  to  their 
ears,  a  group  of  punchers  was  hovering  in  a  half- 
circle,  leaving  the  other  half  for  Gloomy  Gus. 
Their  teeth  chattered  in  the  frosty  silence,  and 
one  b    one  they  washed  their  faces  in  hot  water 
from  tne  cook's  can  and  waited  for  the  signal  to 
eat.     Then  the  wranglers  came  in,  half  frozen 
from  their  long  ride  in  the  open  pasture,  and  as 
Brigham  poured  out  a  cup  of  coffee,  regardless, 
old  Gus  raised  the  lid  from  a  Dutch  oven,  glanced 
in  at  the  nicely  browned  biscuits  and  hollered : 
"Fly  at  it!" 

A  general  scramble  for  plates  and  cups  fol- 
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«"",  were  crouching  on  th,"    """"*"  »^«ty 

the  range  produced.    Thev  ate"  J^    '^~*'"  ''""t 
more,  and  Bowles  trie/*    /?,     **  """«  •»»«*  for 
but  breakfast  athom/td  b^  '°"  '''^'^  «""P'« 
hour,  and  it  had  nn^K  ""  ^^^"^  «  a  later 

«ther.    However,  hi  ateXT'  "V*^  ^^-^ 
a  pint  of  coffee  that  maJet  *       K°"''^  '"'^  ^'''^ 
it  was  real  range  c^ff.!    T    \''"^"  "  «  hon. 
grounds  over  ngt  a^J  h"      t* -h*^  "*  «"•  *he 
">  the  morning.    Itwas,t  ""    °'^''^  ""•  '"  hour 
pt  the  cold;  but  jusTaslr     'I    """''  '"'"  '°'- 
S'^  a  -an  again^Ten"   /elTo^r"'"*  *°  ^«' 
Henry  Lee  appeared  ''"'  '™'^<1'  and 

o^^tl^^''i:''t^  «  wooden-handled 
creature  from  the  UhU  I  '^"^  '  'l''f"cnt 

whipsawed  on  the  pre^Lr"  '^''  ^°'^'^'  '"^ 
dominating  man.  and  as  t  s.    tTl" *•  u  "'  '^^  « 
minute  and  waited  for  ,„       ui^^  ""=  ''^«=  'or  « 
Mr.  Bowles  b^^n^o  L  "  "u    '*'''  ''  ™P^  ''y- 
thing  to  bully-rag  a  man  „     ^''T"''•    ^*  »  «« 
quite  anothe/to^riSe  bron,"     '  '™"'  ^*^P»'  '"d 
The  memory  of  a  man  „       /A  '  ^''^  """"inK- 
.him.  and  heVnde'd  if  ;T' a.  r5'^  """''  -" 
•---hen  his  bones  t^^,;:^^'^^^^^^^^^ 
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remembered  other  things,  including  Dixie  Lee, 
but  without  any  positive  inspiration;  and  he  took 
a  snealcing  p'-asure  at  last  in  the  fact  that  Mr. 
I.ee  appeared  to  have  forgotten  all  about  him. 

But  Henry  Lee  was  not  the  man  to  let  an  East- 
em  tenderfoot  run  it  over  him,  and  just  as  he 
called  for  horses  and  started  over  toward  the  corral 
iic  said  to  Hardy  Atkins  : 

"Oh,  Hardy,  catch  up  that  Dunbar  horse  and 
put  this  gentleman's  saddle  on  him,  will  you?" 

He  waved  his  hand  toward  Bowles,  whose  heart 
had  just  missed  a  beat,  and  pulled  on  a  trim  little 
glove. 

"What-Dunbar?"  gasped  the  b.onco-twister, 
startled  out  of  his  calm. 

"Yes,"  returned  Lee  quietly.  "The  gentleman 
claims  he  can  ride." 

"Who— him?"  demanded  Atkins,  pointing  in- 
credulously at  the  willowy  Bowles. 
,  "Yes— him  I"  answered  the  cattleman  firmly. 
And  after  what  he  said  to  me  last  evening  he's 
either  got  to  ride  Dunbar  or  own  himself  a  coward 
—that's  all." 

"Oh,"  responded  the  twister,  relieved  by  the 
alternative;  and  with  a  wink  at  Buck  and  the  rest 
of  the  crowd  he  went  rollicking  out  to  the  corral. 
By  the  usual  sort  of  telepathy  Hardy  Atkins  had 
come  to  hate  and  despise  Bowles  quite  as  heartily 
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tossing  heads.    "No   heJu-  "^  "'  «' 

'KJ  J™r  „,U  hT'4  kntwT"^';  "•"■ 

™d«mm  of  n,,hi,,g  hort?  i^"'  V"«"« 
•  t  rcfc  and  ehrmm.T  I'  """'■"'"8  ■bout  m 

of  the  horse  that  felll,^  n  u  ^  '  ""''y  '""n 
edge  of  the  h„d  S  t «  a  bi^  '°'""^k'  "^  °"  ^''^ 
colored  a  sunburned  Z»  \^'  "^  ■''°«d  brute, 
his  off  hindlegTave  hlr'  vT'  ""^  '  ''"'P  '" 
but  what  impS  Ces  t"«'  ^^^'^''^  «-' 
sinister  look  in  his  eyes  IfMer  aT  ^"  '^' 
congenita,  cri.i„,,  DUa^Va^Ve  anirarAi 
[54] 


WA-HA-LOTE 

head  was  long  and  bony  and  bulging  around  the 
ears,  and  his  eyes  were  sunk  deep,  like  a  rattle- 
snake's, and  with  a  rattlesnake's  baleful  glare.  But 
there  was  more  than  a  snaky  wildness  in  them: 
the  wicked  creature  seemed  to  be  meditating  upon 
his  awful  past,  and  scheming  greater  crimes,  until 
his  haggard,  watchful  eyes  were  set  in  a  fixed 
brooding  stare.  He  was  a  bad  horse,  old  Dunbar, 
and  Atkins  was  there  to  play  him  up. 

"You  want  to  be  careful  not  to  hurt  that  hawse," 
he  warned,  as  Bowles  caught  his  breath  and 
started.  "The  boss  expects  to  git  a  thousand 
dollars  fer  him  at  the  Cheyenne  Rough-Riding 
Contest  next  summer.  Now  that  old  Steamboat  is 
rode,  and  Teddy  Roosevelt  is  busted,  they's  big 
money  hangin"  up  fer  a  bad  hawse.  Got  to  have 
one,  you  know.  It's  fer  the  championship  of  the 
world,  and  if  they  don't  git  another  man-killer 
they  can't  have  no  contest.  I  would've  tried  him 
myself,  but  he's  too  valuable.  How  do  you  ride— 
with  yore  stirrups  tied  ?  No  ?  Well,  I  reckon  you're 
right-hkely  to  get  caught  and  killed  if  he  throws 

l'.'r'Jl?l«*"'"  ''*'''•  "^°"  »'"'*  down  here  fer  a 
Wild  West  Show,  are  ye?  Uh-huh,  jest  thought 
you  might  be--knowed  you  wasn't  a  puncher. 
Well,  we  11  saddle  him  up  fer  you  now-if  you  say 
so  I"  ' 

He  lingered  significantly  on  the  last  words,  and 
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"enry  Lee.  who  wai  u,„a- 

J«  there  ,„„«  ^  """'''"g  "ear.  half  .„,.-,,d, 
J«cfc  .„  the  Bowie.  f«5  "":«  •porting  blood 
Bo«jle.„,ere,y^„^J™Jy  'omewhere.  for  Mr. 

So  there  wa,  „oth,W  fnA'^-  *"•  «*''"«• 
Jook    „,  hj.  ,^p^         a  .     The  b       o.,   .„„ 
•t  him  again,  and  dropped  -i         *""'  8'»"«d 
^Tal.     Hardy  Atkin.  »«  ,/   """"*'y  '"to  the 
«  ^Wpping  than  put  ..S*^  '"A"  '»''«  tak«, 
«"•»"?  againit  it  „'ow  .o  J    .""u^""''"'-'  »•«  hj 
°"  the  ground  and  adCeJ  "'"'1''''  '°°P  "" 
One  by  one  the  hor,e,  tW  l°,'"»''*  ^''»  throw. 
Dunbar  ran  off  to    Je  ^  "    '» V/*''"'''  '^oT 
^d  man-kilier  made  hi.  £   '  ^'^'  ""'^  "  the 
foPe  .hot  out  with  a  lightnin  '  .   v  "'"P'  »''«  'ong 
around  his  neck      Th.^  ?  'wiftnes.  and  settled 
^Wnd  hin,.  sat  b,ek^;.'^"f  passed  the  Topf 

hopped  down  and  rurh!^  '  hull-moose  voice 
°-  threw  an  extra  :p:''''f;''V*''^"-  Some 
--ethey.o.ed^^io^b'^i-^^^^^^ 
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horse  that  killed  Dunbar  wat  better  than  the  two 
of  them,  and  aoon  he  had  a  lecond  rope  to  trail. 
A  third  and  a  fourth  man  leaped  in  to  join  the 
conflict;  and  as  they  roped  and  ran  and  fought 
with  Dunbar  the  remuda  went  crazy  with  excite- 
ment and  threatened  to  break  down  the  fence. 

"Put  up  them  bars!"  yelled  Hardy  Atkins,  as 
a  beautiful,  dappled  black  made  a  balk  to  leap 
over  the  gate.  "Now  all  on  this  rope,  boys- 
snub  him  to  that  post— oh,  helll"  The  pistol-like 
report  of  a  grass  rope  parting  filled  out  the  rest 
of  the  sentence.  Then  the  bronco-twister  came 
limping  over  to  the  gate  where  Bowles  and  Henry 
Lee  were  sitting,  shaking  the  blood  from  a  freshly 
barked  knuckle. 

"We  can't  hold  the  blinkety-blank,"  he  an- 
nounced, gazing  defiantly  at  the  boss.  "And 
what's  the  use,  anyhow?"  he  demanded,  petu- 
lantly. "They  ain't  a  bronk  in  the  remuda  that 
can't  throw  this  Englishman  a  mile  I  Of  course, 
if  you  want  us  to  take  a  day  to  it " 

"Well,  catch  Wa-ha-lote,  then  I"  snapped  Mr. 
Lee.  "And  be  quick  about  it  I  I've  got  some- 
thing else  to  do,  Mr.  Bowles,"  he  observed  tartly, 
"besides  saddle  up  man-killers  for  a  man  that 
can't  sit  a  trotting-horse !" 

This  was  evidently  an  allusion  to  Mr.  Bowles' 
way  of  putting  the  English  on  a  jog-trot;  but 
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If.  .0  kind  of  you  to  m^kA'i."  ''r"*''"' ""»""' 
'"*'«■«»••  drawled  Mr    I    '  '*""«»'" 

the  champion  slTpc?o?th  r"  ^»";'"-'°»'  ''" 
had  been  a  day  wS  h'  i  ^'  ^V  ^'"8-  There 
«  drunken  Tex'ar^bo/had*'".']''  'u"*  '^"  ""« 
»Pur.  hi,  views  ofliJc  t/  k"^*" '^'"  ^'*'' *''« 
d'cidedthatnodeeent  lelfr.  '^•"«'''^-  "*  ^ad 
.Und  for  ,uch  trSl'!7'f"8  horse  would 

adventurous  brol  S    "   h  f"  /"""«  »  '"- 
«  ''7e  of  ease  and  X;'  'xtT'  t""  *° 
horse  in  the  remuda  bv  .n '  j/      """*  '""'''ng 
lote.  the  Water  dog '   He  Laf  Z'  '"^  "''^  ^a-ha^ 
carried  hi,  tail  straight  unll     ""^  ''''"''■  '"^ 
yellow  dapple,  lik?lf    "^'  ''''*  '^  banner;  the 
black hide^ihJJUV-''  °"  "  "J»'nander', 
-were  brighTaJd  n  '-^"'T  """'■  Wa-ha-lote 
held  hi,  head  up  IS';,'";'''  '""h«ht;  and  he 
corral.  ^     *"  "  he  ramped  around  the 

Mo?n:airwwUrdyKr  *'^ ''"  «-- 

J>unbar;  it  soared  nJlh^TK      " .T"''"^ '^''th 
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Mddled,  for  the  horse  never  lived  that  a  bunch  of 
Texas  punchers  cannot  tie.  It  was  hot  work,  with 
skinned  knuckles  and  rope-burned  hands  to  pay 
for  it;  but  the  hour  of  revenge  was  at  hand,  and 
they  called  for  Bowles.  A  wild  loolv  was  in  every 
eye,  and  heaven  only  knows  what  would  have 
happened  had  he  refused;  but  the  hot  sun  and  the 
excitement  had  aroused  Mr.  Bowles  from  his  calm, 
and  he  answered  like  a  bridegroom.  Perhaps  a 
flash  of  white  up  by  the  big  house  added  impetus 
to  his  feet;  but,  be  that  as  it  may,  he  slipped 
blithely  through  the  bars  and  hurried  out  to  his 
mount. 

"Oh,  what  a  beautiful  horse  1"  he  cried,  standing 
back  to  admire  his  lines.  "Do  you  need  that 
blinder  on  his  eyes?" 

4.x"^''**  '  "'''"  '^""""enfed  Atkins,  ambiguously. 
Now  you  pile  on  him  and  take  this  quirt,  and 
when  I  push  the  blind  up  you  holler  and  throw  it 
mto  'im.    Are  you  ready?" 

"Just  a  moment  I"  murmured  Bowles,  and  for 
the  space  of  half  a  minute  he  stood  patting  old 
Water-dog's  neck  where  he  stood  there,  grim  and 
waiting,  his  iron  legs  set  like  posts  and  every 
muscle  aquiver.  Then,  with  unexpected  quickness, 
he  swung  lightly  into  the  saddle  and  settled  him- 
self in  the  stirrups. 

"All  right,"  he  said.    "Release  him !" 
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b."«?:u'?w'h:tv'"*'v 

»  coil  of  rope     OtL  ™7  "  "'^  """P  ^'*'» 
Gctup.oldfellowI"he.houted. 

tered,    he    .hook    out   If.  *'  ""''*'  •"*■ 

•tr-ight  at  the  high,  p"  le'i«e'"T.h:1  ''''«^'' 
«nd  a  crv  at  u,.™'  ^        "^  '"*'"*  '^M*  up, 

draped  SeLrra'^bTed  ?  *''  ""''°^'  -''' 
crash  Bowie,  wa,eei^„f^  7"  *°  ""P«  »»»« 
with  hi,  quirt  and  wl  hi  r.""".'*^' '''  «™^ 
like  a  hunL  'But  evT'ttlt  '""'*'''  *'"  ■"" 

■■Too  |fa«d  ,„  pied, ,..  I 


stoutly, 


put  in  Brigham 


'^^^  listen  to  the  Mormon-faced  da,tardl" 


I 
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raved  Hardy  Atkins;  and  at  the  convertRtion  roie 
mountain  high,  the  white  dreuet  up  on  the  !.,! 
fluttered  back  inside  the  houie.    But  when  Bowles 
cime  nding  bade  on  Wa-ha-lote  not  eve  i  .;, 
outraged  Hardy  could  deny  that  the  Bai  Wi, « 
had  a  new  hand. 
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THE  KOUND-Dp 

English  dudel     They  Sed  .^  ^.'-''Tir''''   ^°'' 
with  the  rough  gool/a^rto'rreS;^^^^^ 
"bout,  and  as  Bowles  loosened  up  Sev  saw  h 
was  an  easy  mark  '^    "^  °* 

"Say.  pardner,"  said^o„e,  "you  sure  can  ju„,p 
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you  learn  that— back  at 


the  fences  I     Where'd 
Coney  Island?" 

••wF""*''    ^'''"'^    nothin'l"    retorted    another. 

Wy,  Joe,  you  show  your  ignorance  I  This  gen- 
tleman is  from  England— can't  you  see  him  ride?" 
"Well,  I  knowed  all  along  he  was  goin'  to  ride 
Wa-ha-lote,"  observed  a  third,  oracularly.  "I 
could  tell  by  the  way  he  walked  up  to  him.  How's 
he  goin',  strangej--make  a  pretty  good  bumiv- 
horse,  wouldn't  he?" 

"Yes,  indeed  I"  beamed  Bowles.  "That  is,  I 
presume  he  would.  He  is  one  of  the  best  gaited 
animals  I  ever  rode.  A  perfect  riding  horse  I 
Really,  I  can't  remember  when  I've  enjoyed  such 
a  glorious  gallop  I" 

They  crowded  around  him  then,  in  an  anxious, 
attentive  cluster,  still  jabbing  their  horses  with 
the  spurs  to  keep  up  with  Henry  Lee  but  salting 
away  his  naive  remarks  for  future  reference. 

Henry  Lee  was  just  making  some  little  gathers 
near  the  home  ranch  while  he  waited  for  his 
neighbors  to  send  in  their  stray  men  for  the  big 
round-up,  and  as  the  conversation  rattled  on  in 
the  rear  he  headed  straight  for  a  range  of  hills 
to  the  south.  An  hour  of  hard  riding  followed, 
and  then,  as  they  began  to  encounter  cattle,  he 
told  off  men  by  ones  and  twos  to  drive  them  in  to 
the  cutting  ground.  Hardy  Atkins  took  another 
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circle  that  closed  in  1   i  ""«  °"*  '«  «  great 

^-  stood  at^  t"  ttheS  '"''^  '^^"'-" 

alon^rraThife\VttS'>°t^^  ^'««^<^ 

hoping  to  imbibe  some  Irh      !?  T'"'  ^"S'""". 

-bout  the  cow  Ss  fr?m"?''^i"'°™«'°'> 

brooding  silence  had  r^  '"""  ''"*  «  "low, 

desert  aSd  he  conJ;?/.^"  "^^  ^''^  »°n  of  the 

"Don't  ct:T^:iX"T^'-'f  ''^  -""l'- 

cliase  -em.    TheyC„otS„:  .    •  '''.^'    ""'^  don't 

other  hands."      ^        """   *°  "^J"*  watch  the 

and"2rit:S^-;/£^^  spitting  tobacco 

taught  hfmiotTtSr'Tr:  ^'«-- -d 

gloriously  now.  and  tie  ail ts  ,L""  "''''?'''« 
he  had  conquered  Wa  h,  iZ  ^"* '*«  "ew  wine; 
the  ranch; %,  ten  ir*.'"'^.^''"  »  i°b  on 
in  his  veiis  a,^d  ;  ;  h«?'l    "^".""'^  ~"»ed 
•olemn  silence  of  tri^;?^!"/^''  '«'  W.  the 
*°  peace.    Nay.  morgan  "fat  Tt  ^"""'^  ''™ 
quesfonings  i„  his  mind  and  1^    ^"P  ""'"'^ 
upon  what  he  had  said     P    u      1'  ^"^  P°''der 
foolishly  in  the  first  fluth  Ift"-  ^'  ^"t  '^"^^ 

-have  laid  himselft^l'^JSirS; 
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jests,  branding  himself  for  a  tenderfoot  with 
every  word  he  said. 

Yes,  indeed;  perhaps  he  had.  At  any  rate,  the 
first  words  he  heard  as  they  neared  the  cutting, 
grounds  were  indicative  of  the  fact. 

"Hey,  Bill  I"  roared  Buck  Buchanan,  wafting 
h|s  bull  voice  across  the  herd.  "Release  that  Bar 
X  cow!" 

"Beg  pahdon?"  replied  Bill,  holding  his  hand 
behind  his  ear;  and  then  there  was  a  rumble  of 
Homeric  laughter  that  left  Bowles  hot  with 
shame. 

"Hey,  Buck  I"  echoed  Happy  Jack,  reining  his 
horse  out  to  turn  back  an  ambling  steer;  and  while 
all  hands  watched  him  eagerly  he  struck  into  a 
rough  trot  across  the  plain.    Then,  holding  out 
his  elbows  m  a  manner  that  he  supposed  to  be 
English,  he  bobbed  higher  and  higher  at  every 
jump  until  he  fell  face  forward  on  his  horse's 
neck,  and  the  cowboys  whooped  for  joy.    Bowles 
was  able  to  laugh  at  this  joke,  and  he  tried  to  do 
it  graciously;  but  the  sudden  wave  of  good  man- 
ners and  faultless  grammar  which  swept  over  the 
crowd  left  him  heated  and  mad  clear  through. 
Any  dreams  he  might  have  cherished  of  becoming 
the    little    tin    hero    of    the    cow    country    were 
shattered  beyond  repair,  and  he  saw  the  American 
cowboy  as  he  really  is-a  very  frail  and  human 
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try  to  b    t  ,  J,,  ^o^ntr  ^"'"'"^  -'«> 

"  '-t  was,  he  had  r  dde„  Wa  L  V?'''  ""^  '*"  «"*' 
posed  to  be  a  rade  oudaw  aifd  1°  '  "  5""'=  ""P" 
quick  to  resent  it.  Even  fh  .  ,  «''''°y»  """^ 
t-rned  against  him  loofaW  '''  ^l'^^^'^  ^'d 
«n.Ie  as  he  saw  hS'ioleT  rnd""'/  S:"'"' 
Lee.  he  could  not  even  ITL  u-  '  ^°'  "^'"F 
anger  and  a  patrician  a?„ff  ^""-    ^com  and 

countenance V^^;  tS  ""'  7'^'  °""  ^'''-l"' 
unspoken  counsd^Jdl^  J,"  J'  'r''  ^"«'«"»'» 
'^'s  hard  on  his  pS  but  t   ."'^"  "«'•     I* 
•"dure  it;  and  af  a„t  „l^//'^°*''^'^ '»™«lf  to 
««nie  back  at  him  anrf  hi^       •'  "'*"  «««  Phrase 
had  talked  he  d"c S  t 'th  "/'  '"''^  '"""J^  ''e 
•nouth  shut.    So  Jar  luel!^  l"'".'"''  '°  ''"P  «. 
g^eat  spirit  of  the  West  "^  ""«''*  ^^^ 

B«'«r:;;/^:-£^'^- was  spread  out 
country,  and  he  could  „„f*  ^"*!"'  ''^  *''«'  cow 
the  edge  of  a  greal  J^°  "■"'?  ""  "PP"'-  On 
i>8«ed  rock-ribbfrmoJn  LI'  r?!"  "«'''  "^ 
of  lowing  cattle,  the  remudT  5'  '''"''^  ^''^  '^^^d 
«- cowboys.  thXt^--j-^;he 


llit! 
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and  all  the  changing  scenes  that  go  to  make  up 
a  Western  branding.  For  a  spell  the  herd  stood 
still  while  mothers  sought  out  their  calves  and 
restless  bulls  plowed  in  and  out;  then  when  the 
clamor  and  blatting  had  lulled,  and  all  hands  had 
got  a  drink  and  made  a  change  of  horses,  a  pair 
of  ropers  rode  into  the  herd,  marking  down  each 
cow  and  calf  and  making  sure  they  were  mother 
and  offspring.  At  last,  when  Henry  Lee  and  his 
neighbors'  stray  men  were  satisfied,  the  ropers 
shook  out  their  loops,  crowded  in  on  some  un- 
branded  calf  and  flipped  the  noose  over  its  head. 
Like  automatons,  the  quick-stepping  little  cutting 
ponies  whirled  and  started  for  the  fire,  dragging 
the  calves  behind  them  by  neck  or  legs  or  feet. 
Any  way  the  rope  fell  was  good  enough  for  the 
cowboys,  and  the  ponies  came  in  on  the  lope. 

Behind  the  calf  pranced  its  frantic  mother, 
head  down  and  smelling  its  hide,  and  a  pair  of 
cowboys  stationed  for  that  purpose  rode  in  and 
turned  her  back.  Then  the  flankers  rushed  out 
and  caught  the  rope,  and  the  strong  member 
seized  the  calf  by  its  neck  and  flank  and  with  an 
upward  boost  of  the  knees  raised  its  feet  from 
the  ground  and  threw  =t  flat  on  its  side.  One  held 
up  its  head,  the  other  the  hind  legs,  and  in  a  flash 
the  ear-markers  and  hot-iron  men  were  upon  it, 
to  give  it  a  brand  for  life. 
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•"Other's  bnfnd.  ISrc  'a.^'K^P'  8'^'"«  *he 
white  smoke,  and  the  «If  I  '''"•  "  P"*  oi 

"Mammy.-  That  wa?L  """""^^  '"^''  *°  hi. 
to  the  cowboy  anJeS  ^,Sof  r^  ''''''' 
t'on  of  pain ;  but  to  Bowles  if  ,7  ^f  T  *"88«'- 
-^he  went  back  to  h°etSdJ  fferT'^^  '""^''• 

thXh-ihXro;^"^^^^^^ 

while  he  made  wifd' and  •«  "  *""  '^^  P'"" 
great  herd  milleJand  "  „  f'"^"'  "''°^»'  'he 
thing  of  life     a7,  H- .  """^  '''''*«d  ''ke  a 

-or?  apart  a  ctlll  oTcT^  °'  "^  '''"''''''  '"'  «' 

mounts,  nominllifengaTed  t  S"'  T  *"''' 
but  mostly  loafing  onth.-  u  ^*^'"«  ''"  herd 
in  pairs,  'to  Bo Je"  fd      "Z  l*''""8  ''t  over 

very  negligent  indeed  lel-ir'*^  ''"'f.  '''"^  '^"^ 
could  have  been  Sd  t  if  k  7  7"^  ""'  '^'""^h 

and  then  spurring? l^ty 'jfJe;  '^  "'  '^  T' 
made  a  break  for  the  hills  r7,  ,/  /.''f'"  "  they 
had  failed  to  catfh  cle  dasWnA'"''''""''"' 
or  even  two,  might  leTve  h^  ?  '''  °"'  8""* 
mad    pursuit     m-      IT     ,  '  P'"«  to  join  in  a 

Wa.ha~o  pSTh:  ^"t«  «°^'"  -d 
To  be  sure,  he  1  kedt  d  V  "k"*  ''^  ^'"^  '>"<1- 
seemed  ver^  poo  to  h  m  t  '  uT  '^'"  ^y"*^'" 
ture  to  say  so  '  ^''""^h  he  did  not  ven- 

Meanwhile,  with  futile  p„„uits  and  monoto- 
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nous  waits,  the  branding  dragged  slowly  along, 
and  suddenly  Bowles  realized  he  was  hungry.  He 
looked  at  his  watch  and  saw  that  it  was  nearly 
noon,  but  he  could  perceive  no  symptoms  of  din- 
ner. He  regretted  now  the  insufficient  breakfast 
which  he  had  eaten,  remembering  with  a  shade  of 
envy  the  primitive  appetite  which  had  enabled 
the  others  to  bolt  beefsteaks  like  ravening  wolves; 
also,  he  resolved  to  put  a  biscuit  in  his  pocket  the 
next  time  he  rode  out  on  the  circle.  But  this 
availed  him  nothing  in  his  extremity,  and  as  the 
others  sought  to  assuage  their  pangs  with  brown- 
paper  cigarettes  he  almost  regretted  the  freak  of 
nicety  which  had  kept  him  from  learning  to  smoke. 
It  was  noon  now — seven  hours  since  breakfast — 
and  just  as  he  was  about  to  make  some  guarded 
inquiries  of  Brigham  the  work  of  branding  ceased. 
The  branders,  their  faces  grimed  and  sweaty  and 
their  hands  caked  with  blood,  pulled  on  their 
heavy  shaps  and  came  riding  up  to  the  herd;  but 
not  to  cry :  "Release  them  I" 

Odious  as  these  words  had  become  to  Bowles, 
they  would  have  sounded  good  under  the  circum- 
stances; but  there  was  more  work  yet  to  come. 
Driving  a  bunch  of  old  cows  to  one  side  for  a 
"hold-up,"  Henry  Lee  and  his  strenuous  assistants 
began  cutting  out  dogie  calves.  Everything  over 
a  year  old  was  fated  to  become  a  feeder  and, 
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while  mother*  bellowed  anA  fi.--      a      . 
tested   Hardy  A^rtXZf:^^^'^  "^ 

-   Xtd-t'i'"*"*'^^'^^^^^^ 
numerou.   Ll^Z'^Lu'lTr'  T"'^^* 
wanted  their  mothe«..„H     I.  °''^"   **>« 

done  and  the  m  nTeH  .        T  "  '""  '*  ''" 
lot  of  cows  and,^H    •    uT"."'"*'^'  •"ho",  a 
from  the  h^llXT"?;; n'^h  *^  "'  ™*  '^^ 
be  separated  into'ySn  J'n'J  to'"*':'''"^'' 
Bowles  was  about  ready  fo  dron  nffu-  I  ^  ?''"=" 
weakness  Henrv  1^7^.  -iT   ?  *'*  ^°"^  ^''O"' 
tunates  to  dr^e^up  thee!  '    **  "}'"''*'  "'  ""^"r- 
toward  home     To  Li       •  "• '^  *"™**^  '*"  P°"y 
while  the  neighbors  werl  """J"'*  ?  ''"''  gather 
but  to  BowlestZE  ^etfre'r  htr ' 
of  a  round-up  with  the  rigors  of  Tf^'^^'^f  ts't' 
HaXt'^tire'^L'l^'"'  ^'-i^^otfort 
bluff  af  rid.^g  Dunb  f  „!'"'  "f*'*  '^  "'^^  » 
his  mouth  shut  stooHh-     •         "''''"tion  to  keep 

bung^  ma!f  ■;  Titl^^n^' ^^,11^'  ^^  « 
word.    Ther..  n,.,«  ^"*  'f  you  say  a 

English  n'rg  and  "afsiJ  'T  '"'  «'«'  "°-- 
threw  the  spurs  into  I  !?"'*'*?' '  '""''^  """ 
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sweeping  a.  the  wind,  and  the  tired  cutting  horse. 

^J    T'  '^?  "  '^'  '«"'^''  showed  uj  t  the 
du,t  nee  he  settled  down  to  a  tireless  lope  eat  „g 

CShtriot"""^"  «-'"-•<'''- 

Here  was  a  horse  of  a  thousand-this  black 
named  m  an  alien  tongue  Wa-ha-lote-and  he 

token  of  fr.endship-a  lump  of  sugar,  or  whatever 
these  desert  horse,  liked  best  to  ^at-i^  ^rd  "rto 
hold  h.s  regard.    So  he  trotted  over  to  the  coJl^; 

askeT'cf:'"'  r'7'^  ""'"'  "«  *»  ''Ob  and 
asked  G  oomy  Gus  for  a  lump  of  sugar.    Now 

Gus  as  .t  happened,  was  in  another  bad  hum^ 

due  to  the  boys'  being  an  hour  or  so  late,  and  to 

anpto  hisTe^ursr  "  '""^''  "  ^^''^'^  «" 
"I  beg  your  pardon,"  began  Bowles  a^in 
st^r  "  .TeXf "  "^  T- ""  «-«  !"«- t  c 
You  ;ee  ••  h.  '^  .'^  •"  "T'"  «'^*  •"'  »  ■"■«"'*.  then, 
rousee,  he  explained  rather  shamefacedly  "I 
am  ndmg  th.s  horse  for  the  first  time,  and  he  ha 

"I    am    not    cookin'    fer    hawses!"    observed 
Gloomy  Gus;  but  at  the  same  time  he  glaS 
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•ppreheniively  toward  .  long  pile  of  cord-wood 
which  flanked  hit  fire  to  the  south;  and  at  if  to 
verify  hit  tutpieiont  a  tummer  hat  appeared  from 
behind  the  tiert  of  crooked  juniper  and  a  lady 
stepped  mto  view.    She  was  a  very  beautiful  lady, 
middle-aged  and  with  haunting  brown  eyes;  and 
the  moment  she  turned  them  upon  Bowles  he 
knew  she  was  Dixie  Lee's  mother.    Not  that  she 
looked  so  much  like  the  elusive  Dixie  May,  but 
she  had  the  same  w,y  with  her  eyes-and,  besides 
that,  she  was  very  contained  and  quiet,  and  looked 
as  if  the  came  from  the  East.    She  gazed  at  him 
for  a  moment  with  a  kind,  motherly  air-as  if 
she  had  heard  all  he  said-and  addressed  herself 
to  the  cook. 

"Well,  really,  Gus,"  she  began,  speaking  i„  the 
low-pitched  tones  of  the  drawing-room,  "I  can't 
imagine  what  happens  to  those  eggs.  I  have  over 
forty  hens,  and  surely  they  lay  more  than  seven 
eggsji^  day.     There's  one  nest,  away  in  there, 

•  "^«h  '  *'"'*  ^°°^  "0"e."  grumbled  Gus,  turn- 
ing sulkily  to  his  pots  and  kett!..^;  "that's  all  I  not 
to  say."  * 

"Pardon  me,"  broke  in  Bowles,  swinging  lightly 
down  from  his  horse  and  standing  hat  in  hand, 

perhaps  I  could  creep  in  and "    He  smiled 

as  he  had  smiled  at  the  ladies  who  attended  the! 
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^yordIworth  Society,  .„d  Mr..  Lee  glanced  .t 
n«m  approvingly.  K«ncea  at 

"If'i?  wj!!"k  '""!'''  y""'"'^'"  •''«  »«id  politely, 
if  It  were  humanly  possible  to  reach  them  I  am 
ure  they  would  be  gone  by  now.    fcJdn^t  mean 

ookXr"  "n  '";  ^'-  Mo.by,"-thi.  to  tJ; 
cook-  but,  really,  I  was  trying  to  save  enouo^h 
eggs  10  make  the  boys  a  cake."  * 

A  wave  of  indignation  swept  over  Bowles  H, 
remembered  those  graceless  'W"  roJ^  ""  eg« 
by  the  fire  at  night,  and  he  thought  how  1  ttj  thfl 
deserved  her  kindness;  but  all  he  did  ^as^o  mur' 
jnur  h.s  appreciation.  At  this  the  ady  looked  >; 
h.m  again,  like  one  who  knows  her  owJ  kini  and 
her  vo.ce  was  very  pleasant  as  she  said: 

lote  th;7°"  "•'  *'"' ''"""«  '"»"  *''«  ™de  Wa-ha. 

eauS  r;s?'  r' '°"'  ^'''  "* « «-'> » 
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CHAPTER  VII 

THE  QUEEN  AT  HOME 

THE  Bat  Wing  ranch,  with  its  big  white  house 
on  the  hill,  its  whirling  windmill,  its  tank 
that  spread  out  like  a  lake  and  gleamed  like  liquid 
silver,  its  pole  corrals,  its  adobe  houses  half  shaded 
by  wind-tossed  cottonwoods,  was  one  of  the  most 
sightly  in  Arizona..  The  yellow-white  sheen  of 
the  bunch  grass  made  the  distance  seem  fair  and 
inviting;  at  sunset  the  saw-toothed  summits  of  the 
Tortugas  changed  to  blues  and  purples  and  mys- 
terious, canon-deep  black;  the  heavy  bunches  of 
sacaton  out  in  the  horse  pasture  gleamed  white  in 
the  evening  glow.  Many  riders  passed  by  that 
way,  rigged  out  in  the  finery  of  their  kind,  and 
most  of  them  took  it  all  in— and  yet,  at  times,  the 
place  looked  kind  of  bare  and  tame. 

Bowles  was  a  stranger  to  those  parts  and  he 
admired  the  landscape  mightily;  but  to  him  too  it 
seemed  a  little  bare.  It  needed  a  dash  of  color, 
a  vigorous  girlish  figure  in  the  foreground,  to  give 
it  the  last  vivid  touch.  But  the  queen,  of  course, 
must  be  humored— let  the  picture  wait  I  So  Bowles 
waited,  along  with  the  rest  of  the  bunch,  and  in 
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the  evening  while  they  were  at  th.i. 

Queen  of  the  Bat  wL  rl  .      *"PP"  ^he 

worth  Society  she  LdSnT'--  ^'  *''*=  ^'"'J'- 
creation  which  Bowli         f*""""'gJy  gowned  in  a 

the  train  si^llZllTS  "^  "°"  '°'«^''  °" 
very  sever,  and  becomTn^  th  "'.  '"^'""^  '^^"*> 
being  in  the  hat,  wS  wts  her  W  ""''  °'  ''^'^'"'^^ 
-■th  a  veil  to  take  offThe  ^I  o™  ""'T 
trimming  was  pone    ,r,A        -V  ^"*  "°w  the 

hair  ba„5  took  its  pj'ace  !^ -'ver-buckled,  horse- 
her  own  range  and  sL  °™^  ^.^^  ^as  back  on 
pleased!  '^'  '"°"  ^hat  clothes  she 

St^o"'SrbytsJ:;,r;7«^--'^o,lar 
then  a  white  shir^waist  to  .,''?''*  ^'^''"^' 
color;  a  divided  skirt  of  'o,i"P?^  ''''=  '°''^  of 
and  high-heeled  cowboy  slots'"  "^'^""^^ 
supplied  with  silverlou„t.r  '  "^  *'"y'  ""^ 
Mexican  concho  ShTw  'P""'  °™**'=  ^ith 
and  her  hairTn  Indt  braids'  L7  °«  '"  '^"■^^• 
newly  acquired  tan  on  her  "teS    '  '""^  ^°"  °^ 

-^•Xotn°^;!:rrr'"«  p-'^-  as  she 

them  ducked  ou"  of  l£  .^T '  °"'  °^  ^'^^  °^ 
the  gate,  but  the  res  s  fl!    t  P^''^^''  ''""""gh 
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Lee  remembered  her  promise,  and  never  so  much 
as  looked  at  him. 

"Hello,  Brig,"  she  said,  singling  out  the  blush- 
ing Brigham  for  a  teasing  grin.  "  'Evening,  Mr. 
Mosby.  Say,  Maw  sent  me  down  to  look  for 
some  eggs— she  wants  to  make  a  cake  for  these 
worthless  punchers  before  she  invites  'em  up  to 
hear  the  phonograph." 

"Well,  well,  Miss  Dix,"  responded  the  cook, 
shuffling  and  ill  at  ease.  "I'm  afraid  yore  maw 
is  goin'  to  be  disapp'inted.  If  you  can  find  any 
eggs  around  here,  you're  welcome  to  'em.  /  ain't 
got  none  hid  out— that's  all  I'll  say." 

"Oh,  I  know  where  they  go  to,  Mr.  Mosby," 
replied  Dixie  Lee,  showing  her  white  teeth  in  a 
knowing  smile.  "If  a  man  will  suck  eggs,  he'll 
steal— you  know  that  saying  yourself— and  I  can 
tell  by  the  shells  around  the  fire  here  what's  going 
on  o'  nights." 

"Oh,  that's  that  big  fat  Brigham  Clark!"  spoke 
up  Hardy  Atkins.  "You  don't  want  to  judge  the 
whole  outfit  by  him/" 

At  this  bare-faced  libel  Bowles  cleared  his 
throat  to  speak.  He  had  noticed  particularly  on 
the  evening  before  that  the  eggs  were  brought  in 
by  Happy  Jack  and  Hardy  Atkins  himself;  but 
before  he  could  enter  a  protest  a  general  rumble 
of  laughter  set  him  back  to  a  thinking  part. 
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worse'n  a  setter  pup  "  '  ^'""  '"'^''^  "'«» 

deeper  and  hZjht'hZ  '     '  ^"«''"'  '''"'"'''^ 
Po'SLeTatol^r--'    "^'^°"'"    "-"''^d 

had  con,e  over  h  3  souTt'f;  ""  "'^  «'°°'" 

but  it   eemerf  rl     t     'f  '""  '^'  ^°"ld  do  so, 

Hesltrt-;?,-  X^air  ttr  ^^  J"-- 
per  stub,  a.cl  listened  sinfy  wL  e  th  ^^"^  l""'" 
chuckled  in  front  of  f,;™  ^  ^'  •  ^''^  Pinchers 
their  knives!  '^  '"""""''^ '°  «^*  ^i'h 

"Aw,  Brig's  jest  bashful,  that's  all  "  ^v„i,-    j 

re'ort     Thr'"''u'?'y  "''>'  Brigham  d  d  „" 
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up.    Perhaps  the  simple-minded  joker  was  right- 
poor  Brigham  was  bashful. 

But  Dixie  Lee  had  come  down  to  get  Dome  eggs 
and  she  did  not  allow  camp  persiflage  to  divert 
her  from  her  purpose. 

"Well,  say,"  she  said,  getting  up  from  the 
cook  s  private  seat,  "I  came  down  to  hunt  for 
eggs— who  wants  to  help  me?" 

"That's  where  I  shine  I"  cried  Hardy  Atkins, 
throwmg  his  tin  plate  into  the  washtub  with  a 
great  clatter.  "Thefs  a  nest  around  hyer  in  the 
wood-pile  I" 

He  capered  around  the  end  of  the  wood-pile, 
and  soon  Bowles  could  hear  him  panting  as  he 
forced  his  way  in  between  the  crooked  sticks. 

"Hyer  they  are!"  he  shouted  at  last.  "I  got  a 
whole  hatful— somebody  pull  me  out  by  the  laig  I" 
There  was  a  ripple  of  high-pitched  laughter 
from  Dixie  Lee,  an  interval  in  which  Bowles 
cursed  his  fate  most  heartily,  and  then  a  frantic 
outcry  from  Hardy: 

"Hey,  there,  don't  pull  so  fast  I  You  Dix,  you'll 
break  my  aigsl  Well,  laugh,  then,  doggone  it  I 
Now  see  what  you  went  and  donel" 

A  general   shout   of  laughter   followed,   and 

Hardy  Atkins,  his  lips  pouted  out  to  play  the  fool, 

and  his  eyes  rolling  to  catch  their  laughter,  came 

ambling  around  the  wood-pile  with  a  hat  that 
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looked  like  an  amateur  conjurer's  after  the  cele- 

ones  left  to  make  a  cake,  and  Happy  Jack  came 
gallopmg  ,n  with  a  hatful  from  his  own  private 
Zt^  '°  «^'=7body  laughed,  though  Brigham 
ooked  on  sourly  enough.    A  rapid  fire  of  barbed 
jests  followed;  then,  with  her  two  admirers  be- 
hind  her  and  the  others  ga.ing  dumbly  on,  Dixie 
Lee  ran  hght  y  back  to  the  house,  and  Bowles  had 
had  his  first  look-m  on  ranch  society.    It  did  not 
^ok  so  good  to  him,  either,  and  yet-well,  just  as 
D«.e  May  turned  away  she  glanced  at  him  ont 
of  the  corner  of  her  eye.    To  be  sure,  it  was  one 
of  Hardy  Atkms-  raw  jokes  at  which  she  was 
Jaughmg,  but  somehow  a  golden  glow  crept  into 
the  sunset,  and  ranch  society  did  not  seem  so  bad 

corral  br.dlmg  a  wh.te-faced  roan,  and  soon,  with 
Happy  Jack  for  an  escort,  she  was  galloping  away 
to  the  east  where,  like  glowworms  in  the  dusk! 
the  scattered  lights  of  settlers'  houses  showed  the 
first  begmnmgs  of  a  neighborhood.  The  phono- 
graph  was  going  to  play  in  the  big  house  that 
evenmg,  and  all  the  "nesters"  were  invited. 

JNo  one  had  been  more  outraged  than  Henry 

Lee  when  the  first  nesters  came  in  on  his  range; 

but  latterly  he  had  come  to  regard  them  tolerantly 

as  poor,  misguided  creatures,  slightly  touched  in 
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the  head  on  the  subject  of  high-and-dry  farming. 
Having,  seen  a  few  hundred  of  them  starve  out 
and  move  on,  he  had  accepted  them  as  a  necessary 
evil,  and  deemed  it  no  more  than  right,  if  the 
women-follcs  wanted  to  invite  them,  to  ask  the 
tew  nearest  ones  to  the  house  and  help  them  for- 
get their  misery.  So  the  whole-souled  Dixie  May 
was  off  to  call  in  the  company  while  the  cowboys 
were  scraping  their  beards  off  and  dolling  up  for 
the  dance. 

It  was  Saturday  night,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  and 
tftough  all  days  are  alike  to  a  puncher  his  evenings 
are  his  own  around  the  ranch.  One  by  one  the 
socially  backward  and  inept  caught  the  fever  and 
began  to  search  their  war-bags  for  silk  handker- 
chiefs and  clean  shirts.  Only  Brigham  remained 
recalcitrant,  and  no  argument  could  induce  him 
to  shave. 

"I  was  on  the  wrangle  last  night,"  he  com- 
plained, as  the  forehanded  ones  came  back  to  argu 
the  matter,  "and  I'm  short  on  my  sleep.  Say, 
lemme  be,  can't  ye— what  difference  does  it  make 
to  you  fellers,  anyway?  They  won't  be  girls 
enough  to  go  around,  nohow  1" 

"Well,  come  up  and  hear  the  music,"  urged 
the  Bar  Seven  stray  man,  who  wanted  him  for 
company. 

"Mrs.    Lee    invited    you.    Brig,"    reminded 
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believed    that    every    n.^  i 


Gloomy    Gus,    who 
should  do  his  duty. 

hl,?^'  K'  '°t  ''.*'  '"  ^°  "y*'''"8  now,"  grum. 
bled  Brigham,  beginning  at  last  to  weaken.  "And 
my  beard  is  a  fright,  too  I" 

"Soak  it  in  hot  water,  then!"  cried  Bar  Se^en 
enthusiastically.     "Come  on,  fellers;  let's  make 

Lee!     Shell  think  you're  'shamed  because  you 
done  stole  themaigsl"  ' 

"ilxf'^  "°""  ^^"'^^  Brigham  hotly. 
Well,  come  along,  then  I"  countered  Bar  Seven 
triumphantly,  "or  the  boys  will  be  tellin'  every- 

So  the  last  unwilling  victim  was  cajoled  into 
going,  and  at  a  cheery  summons  from  Dixie  May 
they  marched  up  the  hill  in  a  body.    It  was  too 
early  yet  for  the  nester  girls  to  appear,  and  while 
they  were  waiting  for  the  dance  to  begin  the 
twenty  or  more  punchers  wedged  into  the  big  front 
room  and  settled  down  to  :-,r  the  phonograph. 
A  cattle  ranch  without  a  phonograph  nowadays  is 
as  rare  as  a  cow  outfit  without  a  mouth-organ ;  but 
the  Lees  had  a  fine  one,  that  would  play  for  dances 
on  a  scratfch,  and  a  rack  piled  high  with  classic 
records.    Mrs   Lee  sat  beside  it,  and  after  wel- 
coming the  self-conscious  cowboys  she  asked  them 
what  they  would  have. 
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"The  barnyard  onel"  tomebody  called;  and  at 
the  cow  mooed,  the  pig  squealed,  and  the  hired  girl 
called  the  chickens,  the  cowboys  laughed  and  for- 
got their  feet.  Then  Caruso  sang  a  high  one 
caught  his  breath  and  expired,  and  the  company 
ihifted  in  their  seats.  That  was  not  exactly  their 
ityle. 

"What's  the  matter  with  the  dog  fight?"  cried 
a  voice  from  the  corner;  and  Mrs.  Lee,  who  had 
dreams  of  elevating  their  taste,  sat  undecided, 
with  the  sextet  from  Lucia  in  her  hand. 

"Perhaps  you  would  like  the  Jnvil  Chorus," 
she  suggested  by  way  of  a  concession. 

"No,  the  dog  fight  I"  clamored  Hardy  Atkins 
from  the  same  comer.  Then,  quoting  from  the 
well-known  favorite,  he  inquired  in  up-stage  Irish: 
"  'Will  some  sport  kindly  let  Mr.  Ho-ogan,  the 
time-keeper,  hold  his  watch?'  " 

"  'Faith,'  "  broke  in  Happy  Jack,  continuing 
the  selection,  "  'an'  who  will  hold  Ho-ogan,  then— 
har,  har,  bar,  har,  harl'  " 

So  contagious  was  the  spell  of  this  laughter 
that  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  put  on  the 
record,  which  gave  a  dog  fight  in  Harlem  from 
the  time  the  bets  were  made  till  the  spotted  dog 
licked  and  the  place  was  raided  by  the  police.  Not 
very  elevating,  to  be  sure,  but  awfully  popular, 
and  calling  for  more  of  the  same.  Mrs.  Lee 
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sighed  wearily  and  laid  the  sextet  aside;  then,  with 
quick  decision,  she  resigned  her  place  to  Dixie 
May  and  retired  to  a  seat  by  the  door-and,  as 
luck  would  have  it,  she  sat  down  next  to  Bowles. 

with  all  the  gallantry  of  his  kind.    "I  enjoyed  that 

Donna  e  Mobile  of  Caruso's  so  much  I" 

^^  "Oh,"  said  Mrs.  Lee,  beaming  with  pleasure, 

too7"  '*'  **""'     ^"'^  '^°  '°*'  ""  ''"■  ''• 

"Very  much  I"  replied  Bowles,  falling  back  into 

the  familiar  formula  of  polite  conversation;  and 

by  the  time  the  phonograph  had  started  up  on 

Casey  Jones"  they  were  deep  in  a  discussion  of 

classic  music.    As  often  happens  in  good  society, 

they  discovered  a  wonderful  similarity  in  their 

likes  and  dislikes;  and  by  the  time  the  nester  girls 

began  to  arrive  and  the  dance  started  up  on  the 

gallery,  Bowles  was  very  popular  in  the  big  house 

—that  IS,  as  far  as  the  hostess  was  concerned. 

But  the  climax  of  the  evening  came  at  the  close 
of  the  dance,  just  as  Mr.  Bowles  was  taking  his 
leave. 

"Well,  good-night,  Mrs.  Lee,"  he  murmured 
as  he  stood  in  the  half  light  of  the  porch.  "It 
was  so  kind  of  you  to  invite  us  up." 

He  paused  then  with  the  rest  of  his  politenesses 
unsaid,  for  Dixie  Lee  was  coming  down  the  hall 
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with  you,  Mr.  Bowles,"  returned  the  lady,  offer- 
•ng  h.m  her  hand.    "It  takes  me  back  to  my  S 

Swles?^     °''    """"'    '''^^    y-    -«    Mr. 
There  was  silence  for  a  moment  as  their  eyes 
met  across  the  abyss,  hers  stern  and  forbidding 
h»  smjlmg  and  conciliatory;  and  ther  Dixie  bo3 

amSrstflhVhTar"'"'^^^-^"^^-'^^ 

Bn!?''\'*°-^°'i  ^°'  ^'''  L«'"  observed  Mr. 

BoTdes  bowmg  formally  as  he  received  his  conge. 

!>o  glad  to  make  your  acquaintance  I"    And,  mur- 

self  out  the  door,  leaving  Dixie  Lee  to  explain 
the  feud  m  any  way  she  chose. 
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A  cowboy's  life 
A  S  the  name  of  the  Deity,  to  a  cowboy,  means 

h^  «  KK  'T^V^'"'  *  ^""-d  to  swear  by,  so  the 
holy  Sabbath  ,s  forgotten  as  a  day  of  rert.  No! 
Lnfi  5"'l-riding  puncher  would  not  rest  if  he 
got  the  chance,  but  the  traditions  of  the  cow  busi- 

rnrT'^^""^,'""^'"""  ^°'  8°'^"""''  and  ease. 
For  forty  dollars  and  found,  the  round-up  hand 

;ik?Th  'r°/  ''■'''  '^^^  •"  '"^^  --5.,  and 
take  all  h.s  Sundays  m  a  bunch  when  the  boss 
wntes  out  h.s  time.  From  daylight  to  dark  are 
bs  hours  of  labor,  with  horse  wrangling  and 
mght-guard  to  boot;  and  yet  there  arf  men  of 
elegance  and  leisure  who  try  to  crush  in  on  the  job. 
Mr.  Bowles  rolled  into  bed  a  perfect  gentleman 
and  somethmg  of  a  knight-errant  as  well;  bj; 
when  G  oomy  Gus  gave  vent  to  his  shrill  morning 
call  he  turned  m  his  blankets  and  muttered,    a! 

he'shuHJ"V,T'"''''^  '"'*  '^''^"^  discordantly 
he  shuddered  like  a  craven;  and  when  Gus  finally 
kicked  open  the  door  he  could  have  cur.edliE 
any  cow-puncher.  It  was  a  dreary  life  he  had 
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elected  to  follow,  a  life  of  drudgery,  hardship, 
and  discomfort,  and  with  no  compensating  ele- 
ment but  the  danger  of  getting  killed.  And  all 
for  the  sake  of  a  girl  who  never  had  met  him 
before  I 

Bowles  crawled  out  very  slowly  and  stood  shiv-' 
ering  by  the  fire,  marveling  at  the  iron  endurance 
of  Gloomy  Gus,  and  understanding  his  gloom. 
Never  again,  he  resolved,  as  he  drank  a  pint  of 
hot  coffee,  never  afeain  would  he  address  Mr. 
Mosby  in  aught  but  terms  of  respect.    A  man  who 
could  stand  his  life  and  still  wear  the  mantle  of 
self-restraint  was  worthy  of  a  place  among  the 
stoics.    And  to  get  up  alone— alone  and  of  his  own 
volition— at  three-thirty  and  four  of  the  morn- 
ing I    It  was  a  task  to  give  a  Spartan  pause  and 
win  an  enduring  fame  among  the  gods.    A  large 
humility  came  over  Bowles  as  he  contemplated 
the  rough  men  about  him  and  observed  how  un- 
complainingly they  accepted  their  lot.    And  they 
had  been  at  the  work  for  months  and  years— it 
was  the  second  day  for  him  I 

The  cook  beat  on  his  pan,  and  at  the  thought 
of  the  long  ride  before  him  Bowles  did  his  best 
to  eat— to  eat  heartily,  ravenously,  to  gorge  him- 
self full  of  meat  against  the  hours  of  hunger  to 
come;  and,  passing  up  the  three-tined  steel  fork, 
he  went  to  it  with  his  knife  and  spoon. 
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"You  make  the  finest  biscuits  I  have  ever  eaten 
Mr  Mosby,"  he  observed  by  way  of  apology  as 
he  shpped  one  into  his  pocket;  and  the  sleep-weary 
eyes  of  the  cook  lighted  up  for  a  moment  before 
he  summoned  his  cynical  smile. 

"That's  what  they  all  say-when  they're 
hungry,"  he  remarked.  "Then  when  they've  et  a 
plenty  they  throw  'em  in  the  dirt." 

He  waved  his  hand  at  a  circle  of  white  spots 
that  lay  just  outside  the  firelight,  and  turned  to 
begm  his  dishwashing.  Then,  seeing  that  Mr 
Bowles  was  still  interested,  he  dilated  on  his 
troubles. 

'Yes,  sir,"  he  said ;  "a  cowboy  is  jest  naturally 
wasteful— if  he  wasn't,  he  wouldn't  be  a  cowboy. 
He'll  take  a  whole  biscuit  and  eat  half  of  it  and 
throw  the  other  half  away.  There  you  see  'em 
out  there,  jest  like  I  been  seein'  'em  fer  forty  years 
and  more.  It's  in  the  blood.  A  cowboy  wastes 
his  grub,  he  wastes  his  terbakker,  he  wastes  his 
money.  He  wastes  cows,  and  hawses— an'  he 
wastes  his  life.  I  got  my  opinion  of  a  man  that 
will  work  like  a  dog  fer  forty  dollars  a  month. 
These  hyer  boys  know  what  I  think  of  'em." 

The  cowboys  grinned  sheepishly  and  backed  up 

nearer  the  fire.    It  was  still  too  dark  to  rope,  and 

they  were  waiting  for  Henry  Lee;  and  the  cold 

starlight  made  them  solemn.    When  the  sun  came 
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up  and  they  got  a  horse  between  their  knees  they 
would  laugh  old  Gus  to  scorn;  now  they  listened 
to  jiim  soberly  m  I.eu  of  sprightlier  conversation. 
And  me  contmued  Gloomy  Gus,  as  he  sensed 
Ae  heavy  s.Ience,  "I  work  harder  than  any  of  'em. 
The  mornm  star  don't  catch  me  in  bcd-no,  sirl 
Not  after  half-past  three.  I  got  to  git  up'then 
and  mix  my  bread.  And  come  night  time,  after 
my  long  day  s  work,  I  got  to  set  my  dough.  But 
I  git  paid  fer  it-eighty  dollars  a  month-and  you 

can  have  the  job  to-hiorrer." 

He  paused  again,  as  if  to  emphasize  the  lack 

of  bidders,  and  then  went  deftly  about  his  task. 
No,   sir,     he  said;   "you  don't  sec  no  one 

strikin    fer  the  job  of  cook.     That's  hard  work, 

that  IS.     These  boys  all  want  to  sit  on  a  hawse 

and  see  the  world  go  by." 
Once  more  the  heavy  silence  fell  upon  them, 

and  Brigham  picked  up  a  towel  and  began  to  wipe 

the  dishes.  '^ 

"Coin'  out  to-day?"  he  inquired,  as  the  boys 
began  to  straggle  toward  the  corral. 

"Tliat's  the  wordl"  returned  the  cook.  "Din- 
ner at  the  north  well,  and  back  ag'in  fer  supper, 
i^ack  up  and  unpack,  and  pack  ag'in  at  the  well. 
Ihen  cook  a  dinner  and  hook  up  the  hawses,  and 
cook  some  more  at  the  home.  Ef  Henry  Lee 
aon't  git  me  a  flunky  pretty  soon  I'm  shore  goin' 
to  up  and  quit." 
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He  glanced  significantly  at  Bowles  as  he  finished 
this  last  remark,  but  Brigham  shook  his  head. 

"I  seen  that  Pringle  kid  come  in  yisterday,"  he 
said.    "Mebbe  you  could  git  to  have  him." 

That  closed  the  conversation,  and  Bowles 
moved  away.  He  was  sorry  for  Mr.  Mosby,  very 
sorry;  but  not  sorry  enough  to  take  a  job  as  official 
dishwasher.  Somehow  all  the  world  seemed  to 
be  in  a  conspiracy  to  make  him  flunky  to  the 
cook. 

He  hurried  over  to  the  corral,  where  the  roping 
was  going  on,  and  as  he  neared  the  gate  he  met 
the  boss  coming  out.  On  the  previous  day  Mr 
Lee  had  seemed  a  little  under  the  dominance  of 
his  feelings,  but  this  morning  he  was  strictly 
business. 

"Mr.  Bowles,"  he  said,  "I'll  keep  my  word 
with  you  and  take  you  on  for  a  puncher.    Do  your 
work  and  keep  off  Dunbar,  and  I'll  try  to  get 
along  with   you-otherwise   you  get  your  time 
Now  come  on  back  and  I'll  cut  you  out  a  mount." 

He  tied  his  own  horse  to  a  post,  and  swung  up 
on  the  corral  fence. 

"You  get  two  gentle  horses  and  five  bronks," 
he  rontinued;  "and  I'll  call  Wa-ha-lote  a  bronk." 

"Oh,  thank  you  I"  began  Bowles;  but  the  boss 
checked  him  right  there. 

"You've  got  nothing  to  thank  me  for,  young 
man,    he  said.    "I'd  rather  lose  a  top  hand  any 
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time  than  take  on  a  tenderfoot,  so  don't  think  for 
a  minute  that  I'm  stuck  on  you.  Passed  my  word, 
that's  all— and  Wa-ha-lote  forgot  to  buck.  Now  you 
see  that  gray  over  there— the  one  with  the  saddle- 
marks  on  his  back— that's  one  of  'em— he's  gentle. 
See  this  little  sorrel,  right  close— that's  Scrambled 
Eggs— he's  a  bronk.  Then  you  can  have  that  red 
roan  over  there  for  a  night  horse,  and  I'll  cut  you 
out  some  more  bronks  bymeby.  You  ride  old 
Gray  and  the  roan  for  a  while— understand  ? 
And  I  employ  a  twister  to  break  my  wild  stock,  so 
keep  oflf  of  them  bronks— if— you— please." 

He  added  this  last  as  if  he  really  meant  it,  and 
left  Bowles  to  wonder  at  his  emphasis— but  not 
for  long.    The  times  called  for  action.    He  was 
a  puncher  now,  and  it  was  necessary  for  him  to 
lasso  his  mount.    So,  shaking  out  his  new  rope, 
which  snarled  and  crawled  in  a  most  disconcerting 
fashion,  the  new  cowboy  dropped  down  into  the 
corral,  while  everybody  who  could  conveniently 
do  so  stepped  up  and  looked  over  the  fence.    But 
Bowles  had  had  a  few  days'  training  at  the  hands 
of  Jim  Scrimsher,  the  livery-stable  keeper  and 
all-round  horse  trader  and  confidence  man   at 
Chula  Vista,  and  he  shook  out  a  fairly  good  loop. 
Then,  swinging  it  above  his  head,  he  advanced 
upon  the  gray,  who  promptly  put  the  whole  herd 
between  them,  and  raced  along  next  the  fence 
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The  roan  came  along  just  then  and  Bowles  made 
a  cast  at  h.m  and  caught  two  others.  whr",tTnl 
made  away  with  his  rope.  "«ntiy 

A  yell  went  up  from  along  the  top  of  the  fence- 
and  w.th  many  shouts  of  encouragement  a„d 
veiled  dension,  they  threw  him  a  new  rope  Th"  s 
was  a  worn  one  and  capable  of  dexterous  hand 
Img,  and.  with  a  set  smile  on  his  face.  Boile, 
shook  out  a  big  loop  and  advanced  c^uSv 
upon  the  roan.     By  this  time  he,  too,  had  read 

well YnTe?  H  r^'  °'  ^  ^y^'  -'^  '^^'^  -°w"ed 
well  ,n  behmd  the  main  herd,  which  was  dashine 
round  the  corral  with  ever-increasing  speed  2 
^1  shmg  rope-work  of  the  old  hands'ha'd  already 
eft  the  horse  herd  nervous  and  flighty,  and  some 
hmg  about  the  way  Bowles  whirled  hi  wide  flun. 
loop  seemed  to  drive  them  into  a  frenzy.    A  sho"? 

as  Wa-ha-lote  made  another  balk  at  the  eate 

d"rYid^*'"^  ^"^^'^  °"*  *''-"«'•  the  cloud  o^ 
dirt  and  signaled  him  to  stop. 

"What  do  you  want  to  do?"  he  yelled.    "Break 
down  the  fence?"  "" 

He  edged  in  on  the  leaders  as  he  spoke  and 

on  another  horse,  he  stepped  in  dose,  dragging 
hs  loop    until  suddenly  he  whipped  i    ovef  Jf 
old  gray's  head  and  jerked  him  out  of  the  herd 
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"Here's  yore  hawse,"  he  said,  handing  him 
over  the  rope's  end.  "And,  say,  if  you  can't  rope 
without  swingin'  a  Mother  hubbard,  jest  let  me 
ketch  yore  hawse  I" 

''Why,  what's  the  matter?"  inquired  Bowles. 
^^  "Oh,  nawthin',"  sneered  the  bronco-twister, 
"only  it  skeers  'em  to  death— that's  all.  Old 
Henry  generally  gives  a  man  his  time  fer  swingin' 
his  loop  in  the  corral." 

Bowles  followed  along  after  him,  flushed  and 
downcast  over  his  mistake;  and  as  the  others 
saddled  their  pranping  bronks  and  went  pitching 
and  plunging  around  the  horse  lot  he  threw  his 
saddle  on  the  old,  moss-backed  gray  and  watched 
them  with  a  wholesome  awe.    Horse  after  horse, 
as  his  rider  hooked  the  stirrup,  flew  back  or 
kicked  like  a  flash.    Some  bucked  the  saddles  off 
and  had  to  be  mastered  by  brute  force.     Here 
it  was  that  the  green-eyed  Hard-   Atkins,  that  long 
and  lissom  twister  whom  he  so  heartily  despised, 
stood  out  like  a  riding  king  among  the  men.    If  a 
horse  would  not  stand,  he  held  it  by  the  ears;  if 
it  bucked  its  saddle  off,  he  seized  an  ear  in  his 
teeth,  and  hung  on  like  a  bulldog  until  the  girths 
were  cinched;  and  then,  if  the  rider  but  said  the 
word,  he  topped  it  off  in  his  place.    And  all  with 
such  a  tigerish  swing,  such  a  wild  and  masterful 
certitude,  that  even  Bowles  could  not  but  secretly 
admire  hirn. 
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It  was  nearing  the  first  of  April,  when  the 
wagon  went  out  on  the  round-up,  and  the  boys 

them  JorT*  °^-  *''"'■  r"""  '"  °"^"  '°  8<="tL 
them  for  the  spring  work.    Shrill  yells  and  whoops 

and  then,  as  the  procession  filed  out  the  gate. 
Hardy  Atkms  swung  up  on  his  own  and  wen 
whipping  and  plunging  after  them.  This  was  the 
b.g  event  of  the  day,  and  all  hands  craned  their 
necks  to  v.ew  it;  but  the  real  spectator,  were  up 
by  the  b.g  wh,te  house,  where  Dixie  Lee  and  her 
mother  stood  watching. 

"Good  boy,  Hardy!"  cried  Dixie  May,  wavine 
her  hat  to  flag  him.  "Stay  with  him,  uZlr 
And  while  the  wild  brute  bucked  and  grunted  be- 
neath    the    steady   jab    of   the    spurs    his    rider 

Bowl     '  "'"?■■  '^"'^  ''"'^  --«=d  it  in  salute 
Bowles  came  dragging  after  him,  sitting  up  v"™ 
a.ght  on  old  Gray:  but  nobody  gave  him'a  ga^ 
alute  or  so  much  as  noticed  him  pass.    Big  Snake 
he  outlaw,  was  sun-fishing  and  doing  buck-jumpl 

wm  To?  T  ""/r  '^'  «^"«"'  ^'"i"  who  s'; 

h.m  so  hmber  and  free-Hardy  Atkins,  bronco 
twister,  and  top  cowboy  at  the  Bat  Wing 

"R„S         "''?;/°"  b«f"d,"  he  was  shouting. 
^Buck,  you  wild,  woolly  wolf-I'll  put  a  hat  on 

Bowles  did  not  know  what  a  "hat"  was  as  he 
rode  along  out  the  gate,  but  when  the  cSe  wele 
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thrown  together  and  the  wrangler  brought  up  the 
•pare   hortet.   he  knew.     Walking   acrott  the 
brujhy  Hat  came  Hardy  Atkin$,  leading  the  worn 
and  whip-marked  Snake  at  a  slow  walk;  and  as  he 
drew  near,  Bowles  saw  the  "hat,"  a  great,  puffed- 
up  swelhng,  raw  and  bloody,  where  the  spur  had 
jabbed  his  side.  And  there  was  a  look  in  the  out- 
law s  haggard  eye  that  reminded  him  of  old 
Dunbar-a  wild,  homicidal  stare,  yet  tragic  with 
tear  and  pam.    As  he  reached  the  horse  herd  the 
twister  looked  back  and  regarded  his  mount  in- 
tently;  then  very  cautiously  he  worked  up  to  his 
head  and  caught  him  by  the  cheek-strap. 

"Don't  you  bite  me,  you  devil,"  he  threatened 
as  the  Snake  showed  all  his  teeth,  "or  I'll  beat 
yore  brains  out  with  this  quirt  1" 

The  Big  Snake  winced  and  crooked  his  neck 
sullenly;  then,  as  the  twister  snapped  up  the  stir- 
rup and  uncinched  the  saddle  with  his  free  hand, 
he  sighed  and  hung  his  head.  With  a  deft  jerk 
the  puncher  stripped  off  saddle  and  blanket;  he 
reached  up  between  his  ears  and  laid  hold  of  the 
headstall,  then  with  a  heave  he  tore  off  the  bridle 
and  landed  his  boot  in  the  Snake's  ribs. 

"Git,  you  owl-headed  old  skate  I"  he  yelled- 
and  the  Snake  cow-kicked  at  him  like  a  flash  of 
hght. 

"Hahl"  laughed  the  twister,  stepping  dexter- 
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ouily  aside;  and,  twinging  the  bridle  at  he  ducked, 
l-e  brought  the  heavy  reint  down  acrott  hit 
mount  t  rump.  Again  there  wat  a  flash  of  light  at 
the  Snake  lashed  out  from  behind;  and  then  he 
limped  off  to  one  side,  his  eyes  glowing  with  im- 
potent rage  and  hate.  Bowlet  looked  at  him  at  he 
lay  wearily  down  in  the  sand,  and  then  at  the  man 
who  had  conquered  him,  and  a  glow  crept  into  hit 
own  eyes— a  glow  very  much  like  the  Big  Snake's. 
He  had  entered  a  new  world,  with  a  different 
ttandard  of  courage  and  hardihood,  and  the  first 
look  at  it  frightened  and  awed  him.  But  though 
he  knew  he  could  not  meet  its  standards  nor  meas- 
ure up  to  its  tests,  he  scorned  the  man  who  could, 
and  hated  him  for  his  rude  strength— and  his 
sympathy  went  out  to  Big  Snake,  the  outlaw. 
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fiJ'nuT:  ^,*^'''  O-  """cted.    With  year. 
ere«  .^L     '  V^  *'!*-"'"'  ♦»''  taken  oTdi 

to  the  B.t  WingVan,;  Thc^^^t  ^/or."; 
.mailer;  ,„  f,ct.  the  reason  the  M  grew%o  £ 
^at  .t  flew  away  with  the  O  wa,  becaule  a  «lf? 
Z^£ir  ";  *^  '°P  ""» '^  'he  whole  .pac'i 

This  is  all  very  interesting  and  romantii-   nf 

h.s  boot  agamst  the  lower  leg,  and  sf 
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comfortably  down  behind.  Then  Happy  Jack 
came  rampmg  out  with  a  red-hot  stamp^Jon  and 
slapped  .t  against  the  tender  hide.     ^ 

Baaal '  blatted  the  little  calf,  rolling  its  eves 
until  they  showed  the  whites.  ''Baaal''  And 
then,  before  it  knew  what  was  happening,  Ha^Sy 
Atkins  knelt  roughly  on  its  neck,  grabbed  ksTeft 

j.i.taiijani^::tS;::^^-i-j2 

felt  himself  grow  sick  and  faint. 

Hold  his  head  up!"  directed  Atkins;  and  then 
with  an  ,mpat.e„t  yahk,  he  twitched  up  he  second 
ZTlZ ""  "^'•"-^-k.  The  calf  SS 
struggled  to  escape,  and  as  he  fought  againsJk 
Bowles  caught  the  stench  of  burning  hair  Turn 
'^ntt^r^'^f^'^'  J-''  still'beaibgl™" 

i  hat  finished  Bowles,  and  he  sank  back  on  the 
ground,  turning  his  victim  loose. 

Buck  BucLT  '°  ^"li  '^r  ^'''^'  "P-"  "'""'^ed 
faintly    mrh'"''  ^n  "''^  ""'^'^^'^  ''"^  »"*we-d 

Lee  afd  ifl'"'^  K^T/^'"  '^"^  "'"ders  with  Henry 
An^'.h         ,r      "'"'^  '°  *^°  '"■^  ^°^k  he  was  fired 
Another  calf  came  in-a  big,  lusty  yearling-.rnd 
Buck  made  a  motion  with  his  hand.  ^        ^ 

Ketch  that  one,"  he  directed  in  a  fatherly  tone 
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of  voice,  and  Bowles  staggered  out  to  do  or  die 
But  a  yearling  calf  can  be  a  very  obstreperous 
brute  on  occasion,  and  this  one  was  hot  from  his 
run.  Within  a  minute  after  he  had  grappled  with 
It  all  thought  of  pity  had  died  out  in  Bowles- 
breast.  First  he  caught  the  bull  calf  by  the  neck 
and  flank  and  tried  to  pull  it  over;  then,  as  it 
fought  against  him  and  trampled  on  his  feet,  he 
seized  Its  further  legs  and  tried  to  lift  them  up; 
failing  in  this,  he  laid  hold  of  it  in  a  frenzy  and 
tried  to  throw  it  by  main  strength. 

"Git  yore  knees  under  him,"  suggested  Buck 
from  the  middle  distance.  Then,  after  another 
period  of  waiting,  he  slouched  ponderously  out 
and  shoved  him  aside. 

"Let  me  at  'im,"  he  said.  "You're  keepin'  Bill 
waitm'  for  his  rope." 

He  felt  of  the  calf  for  a  minute  and  pushed 
him  to  make  him  change  his  feet;  then,  as  the 
yearlmg  started  to  step,  he  boosted  him  with  his 
knees,  heaved  him  into  the  air,  and  slammed  him 
down  on  his  side.  It  was  a  man's  job,  and  diflicult 
for  the  best  of  them,  but  Bowles  didn't  know  that. 
All  he  knew  was  that  the  boss  was  watching 
him,  over  there  by  the  fire  where  he  was  keeping 
tally  on  the  brands,  and  thinking  what  a  tender- 
foot  he  was.  And  he  was  right-Bowles  con- 
ceded It.  He  could  not  catch  his  horse,  he  could 
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It  had  been  a  bad  dream,  but,  thank  Heaven,  he 
had  waked  up  before  he  struck.  A  pint  of  scalding 
coffee,  black  and  bitter  from  much  boiling,  and  he 
was  able  to  look  about;  and  as  he  disposed  of  a 
couple  of  beefsteaks  and  dipped  his  biscuits  in  the 
grease,  the  weak  place  in  his  middle  seemed  com- 
forted; and  by  the  time  he  got  around  to  the 
"fruit"  and  syrup  he  felt  almost  like  a  man  again. 
Such  jests  as  had  been  passed  upon  his  condition 
had  fallen  upon  unhearing  ears,  but  now  that  he 
was  brought  back  to  health  and  strength  he  was 
able  to  smile  grimly  at  his  appearance  as  mirrored 
in  the  honest  lake. 

His  face,  which  he  had  neglected  to  wash  before 
eating,  was  crusted  with  sweat  and  dirt  and  spotted 
with  gouts  of  blood;  his  hair  was  matted  and  dust- 
powdered;  and  in  the  bloodshot  and  haggard  orbs 
that  gazed  up  at  him  from  the  placid  depths  he 
saw  a  look  that  made  him  start.  It  was  a  cruel, 
vindictive  look,  almost  inhuman  in  its  intensity- 
and  it  came  from  flanking  bull  calves.  He  looked 
down  at  his  hands,  all  swollen  and  crabbed  from 
clutching,  and  saw  that  they  were  caked  with 
blood.  His  shirt,  too,  and  his  trim-fitting  trousers 
were  dirty  and  spattered  with  gore.  In  fact— and 
here  was  where  the  grim  smile  came  in— he  could 
hardly  be  told  from  a  real  cowboy  I 
After  dinner  the  cutting  and  branding  went  on 
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as  before,  but  with  fk;.  ■ 

-o"e  ;r::r/  Ltr  r  ^^^^ 

were  caught  A  r"n  k-'^"  """*  "P  "  they 
experiencfcouW  «  L""?T!  ""'^"'  °"*  ^^l 
only  ones  tha^tS^T:  /"  *''*'  "'^"'  ^"* ''''' 
that  were  easy  to  throw  1?°'" '"*"  ""^  »"" 
dancinguponaroDe  h7;  /  ^"'""8  "">« 
and  let%he  oJherZ;  beat  T  ° "  ''"  """  ^°°* 
or  turned  hi.  oJeMo"  BucL  Tt  waT-'t'  '"« 
but  Bowles  had  a  coll  J.  !^"       •    "  *'""''  ^"^J^: 

only  six  ws  r  X  tcr'r'''^'"" 

malinger  on  the  job        ^  '"  '*'"''«'^  to 

to  trTi:tZ:[tr''  '""•=''  «  ^'^^^^  were 
picnic  for  them  Th""f'*« T-  "°  "'°'«'  '^an  a 
of  tobacco  Terstolfes^t  'T  ^  ^^'^'^  <-''^^« 
and  If  any'cal  turn  d  o  JtoTe?  ''!•'^^  '°P'"«'- 
ing  they  grabbed  hi„^  by  tJe  neckl^  Z'^^' 
run,  and  bulldogged  him  ''S  •  Vi'  '"'" 
Happy  Jack  was  best  atTh'at  and  r""  ''^'°''-" 
a  fit  of  emulation  he  sLv^H  ''"'''  *™"  '" 

-d  showed  hi'hoVk  othH:  r?"  "'■'^^ 

s^iif^^S^m^rrr^^^^ 
— ghSis;=;iS?qSs^ 
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word.    He  was  an  ali 


len,  a 
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stranger  among 


them, 


J^W^thetruthw..— — r^. 

thF/r  "*'  ''"^  ^'"''"  ^""^  *"''«  it  for  granted 
hat  they  were  abashed,  tongue-tied  by  his  ^bv^ous 
education   and  awed  by  his  gentlemanly  bear  Z 

lest  It  encourage  ,■  m  to  fan.iliarity.    Never  for  a 
mmute  d.d  they  allow  him  to  p/esume  on    hei 
sufferance,  and  his  remarks  fell  dead  and  fli 

^e  language  of  a  gentleman,  refused  to  encourage 

?:rVo"dii;g  wor^. """"  ^-  ^^-^'-^  -'^  '^i^  wits 

be  ^dL7t7  "'•  "■  ""''""'^'^  °"  ^«  J°''  he  would 
be  dead  before  ,t  came  pay-day;  but  there  are 
certam  tasks  which  cannot  be' slighted,  afdTneo 
these  .s  brmging  home  the  herd  After  the  SaVs 
branding  the  calves  are  cut  into  "ones"  and 
twos,"andwhiIethe  rest  of  the  outfit  troops  gaily 

upTheT?  '°^''°fr''  ''''  •'^'"■"'J  -S  'ring 
up  he  cut.    One  of  them  must  be  a  cowman,  for 

besi  hand,"       h"''"'^  "°, ''°"  """''^  ?«-««  hil 

bes,  hands  and  most  willing  workers  by  giving 

them  such  a  task;  and  so,  when  the  cutting  wa! 
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over  and  Henry  Lee  looked  around  for  a  poor 
hand  or  one  who  had  been  .oldiermg  on  theTb 
he  picked  Bowles  on  both  counts  "  ^"^  JO". 

"Bowles/-  he  said,  "you  help  Brigham  bring  up 
diose  twosl"    And  that  was  all  there  was  tJ  it' 

'^  i^  S  h-""  ^"J?"^'  *'^"*"''y-     I'  ^» 

a  request  ''  "      '""'"''  "^  '"  °'^"  '^  ^" 

"Brig,"  he  said,  "I'll  ask  you  to  take  charge 

Jj    off-hand   way,    and   then   the   drive   began. 
Mounted  upon  a  rough-coated  bronk  that  fought 
h.s  bit  constantly  yet  responded  to  every  touch  of 
rem  or  spur,  the  burlypuncher  rode  back  and  forth 
from  the  rear  to  the  flank,  and  then  up  near  The 
pomt;  and  when  he  had  them  strung  o'ut  to  sui 
h.m  he  traveled  along  on  one  side,  while  Bowles 
brought  up  the  rear.    It  was  weary  work,  after 
the  long  day  of  flanking,  and  as  the  weaker  on« 
began  to  get  footsore  they  fell  back  to  the  drag 
and  more  than  doubled  his  labors.     At  times 
Bngham  Clark  dropped  back  and  stru  g  them  out 
tor  him  agam;  but  he  said  nothing,   chewing 
placidly  on  his  tobacco  and  giving  all  his  thoS 

bel  r?    \  l''"^'  '^"^  '"'=""«'^'  ^"d  «*  they 
began  to  lag  behind,  Bowles  let  down  his  rope  and 
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i^^JaJt^'  '-'■   '^  -'  '"-  *"« 

f,ir°°f  f°  "°  ^°.°'*  *°  "^P  '"""  -"  remarked, 
falling  back  to  string  them  out.  "They'll  trave 
as  fast  as  the  leaders-jest  let  'em  go  " 

So  Bowles  put  up  his  rope  and  let  them  go,  and 
soon  they  fell  farther  behind;  but  about  the  tfme 
he  was  preparing  to  whip  them  anyway,  the  cow- 
man  dropped  back  from  the  flank. 

"Now,  that's  the  way  to  handle  cattle,"  he  said 
nodding  at  the  plodding  line.  "String  'em  ou 
of ItselfT'  '"'J"»-the  drag  will  take  care 

At  that  he  was  gone  again;  and  for  an  hour  or 
more  he  rode  tirelessly  up  and  down  the  side, 
filhng  up  every  hole  and  gap  and  shoving  the 

rncrihf  !f  •  '^''^  -"-woods  of  the  home 
ranch  showed  green  against  the  hills,  and  the  end 
of  their  drive  was  in  sight,  when  suddenly  Brig- 
ham  held  up  his  hand  to  stop. 

"Let  'em  feed  a  while,"  he  said,  as  Bowles  rode 
up  to  inquire.  "The  drag  is  gittin'  weak."  VJen 
he  sat  silent  on  his  rough-haired  bronk,  his  in- 

sou  r  LT  TJ  '""^  °^^^  ^''^  P'-"  *°  the 
south    and  Bow  es  dropped  wearily  off  his  horse 

and  stretched  himself  out  on  the  ground.    hS 

an  hour  afterward  he  roused  up  with  a  start  just 

as  Dixie  Lee,  mounted  on  a  long,  rangy  bay,  came 
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galloping  up  the  road.  Her  eyes  were  verv 
bngh,  and  her  cheeks  were  flushed  from  riZ« 
agamst  the  wind,  and  as  she  reined  h^r  hZ 

fnlt\t«hrhar'''^'"'^''°"«''''--°«^"P 
theTow:;sr*''''^""''^-  "Watching -e.  pick 
"wSS'-'  ''"''^"flBrigham,  grinnii.g  amiably. 
n„^  K  T  P'"'''  ^^^  "°"°""-  What's  goin^ 
sTvetrSm'^?^""^^    Seen  you  go  down  tire 

vou?^''':  y°"':^^f*!''  ''"Ping  track  of  me,  are 
you?  queried  D.x.e  Lee  gaily.  "Well,  you  want 
to  ook  out.  Brigham-rm  getting  awfJly  i^ter! 
ested  m  a  young  Texican  down  there.  He's  «ot 
"  ?^'  'T*  ^""-''""dred  and  sixty  acres  I" 

loco  "V  "Tu^  ^"«'"""-  "A»  ~vered  with 
loco  weed  and  this  nice  white  stuff  I" 

He  nodded  at  the  glistening  alkali  along  the 

flat,  and  h,s  eyes  twinkled  with  furtive  humor  as 

Uixie  Lee  raised  her  quirt. 

•    "^'^\,^'l^}'"^"  "•"=  '^hided,  "I  believe  you'r. 

it  T  u  ^^  ?""'*^  ^""^"'J  as  she  spoke,  and 
the  bay  broke  into  a  gallop,  while  Dixie  sent  a 
laugh  down  the  wind. 

"Heh,  heh   heh,"  chuckled  Brigham,  reaching 
mto  his  vest  for  a  cigarette  paper.    "That's  Dix 
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shining  with  local  nrJ^r  j  ""ghani,  his  eyes 
his  head  Uth«  din '"l?r'"  "'^'y  "'•""k 
hke  Dixie  Lee         ^     ^  "°'~"«"  ''^  «<»  "ne 
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for  rt  %       '^'"-    "« ""'ed  a  little  water 

p.»<,i..h.,  „d  ,.„  ,ik, .  j;  w « "p«  M. . 

aSafSV"""""  °'  ''"'''-£  -"takes  and 
h^dTn  ^'PP*^"'"^?'  y«  he  stayed  with  it,  bull 
headed  and  determined,  until  Henry  Lee  grew 

Rnlf  "■'  u"  ''t'^  ""''=  ''^'  °f  the  lily-white  Mr 

Bowles  when  the  ordeal  came  to  an  end      His 

hands  that  had  been  so  trim  and  slenlr  were 
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•welled  up  too  big  for  hit  gloves.     The  outside 
was  raw  with  sunburn  and  wind-chap  and  the  in- 
side  was  blistered  and  rope-worn.     His  lips  had 
cracked  wide  open  from  the  dry  north  wind,  and 
his  face  was  beginning  to  peel  like  a  snake.    Also 
his  arms  had  been  nearly  jerked  from  the  sockets 
by  a  horse  he  had  tried  to  hold,  and  a  calf  had 
kicked  him  in  the  leg  while  he  was  trying  to  bull- 
u  n  'i  V^^  branding.    Like  the  cowboy  in  the 
ballad,     he  was  busted  from  his  somber  to  his 
neel,    but  he  had  managed  to  come  through  alive 
And  now,  as  a  reward  for  his  prowess  and  darina. 
he  was  set  to  mind  the  day-herd. 

Grass  was  short  in  the  Bat  Wing  pastures,  and 
every  day  brought  in  new  herds  of  dogies  to  be 
held  for  the  April  shipping;  so,  just  to  keep  all 
hands  busy  and  save  a  little  feed,  Henry  Lee 
turned  his  gentle  cattle  out  on  to  the  prairie  to 
nistle  what  provender  they  could.  Now  riding 
day-herd  IS  not  supposed  to  be  a  very  high-grade 
or  desirable  occupation,  and  good  punchers  have 
been  known  to  quit  a  boss  who  put  them  at  it;  but 
Bowles  was  led  to  believe  that  it  was  a  post  of 
honor.    Awful  stories  of  cowboys  who  had  gone 

!  m"''/"  ^"'/'^  ''"''  '°^^  ^y  *'«'  "'■'=  «t  night, 
and  the  danger  from  sudden  stampedes  was  played 
up  to  the  skies.  The  monotony  of  he  job  was 
admitted,  but  the  responsibility  was  great.  So 
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round-up  went  on  unimpeded.     "      "       "  ™ 

ou.  i  ?  ""  '^'"''  •»«  '•°«°«d  hi,  numer- 
rever  es  on  the  subject  of  Dixie  Lee.  It  w.. 
hum.hat.ng  in  ,  w.y.  to  be  reduced  to  he  rU 

hm  up  and  give  him  courage  to  wait      S 

Knew,  and  the  future  must  solve  the  rest  So 
Ike  a  questing  knight,  nursing  his  hum  aft; 
hs  first  combat,  he  sat  out  on  the  boundless 
praine  and  communed  with  his  own  sad  heart 

Across  the  herd  from  him  a  battered  old-time 
cowboy  sat,  crooked-legsed,  on  his  horse  On 
the  day  before  a  bronk  had  thrown  Wm  hv 
treachery  and  kicked  him  as  he  dra^ged-even 
turned  around  and  jumped  on  him  anTsLpe; 
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him  in  the  face.  A  great  bruiw,  red  and  raw,  ran 
up  from  h*  brows  to  hii  bald.»pot  where  the  iron 
•hoe  had  ttruck;  but  itiU  the  old-timer  wat  con- 
tent. 

"A  cowboy  don't  need  no  haid  above  his  eye- 
brows, nohow,"  he  had  said.  "Jest  think  if  he 
had  hit  me  on  the  jaw!"  Yes,  indeed,  but  what 
if  he  had  hit  him  in  the  temple  or  trampled  him 
to  death  1  Or  suppose,  just  for  instance,  that  Mr. 
Bowles,  of  New  York,  had  been  on  the  bronk 
instead  of  Uncle  Joe,  the  veteran— would  he  have 
had  sense  enough  to  get  his  foot  out  of  the  stirrup  ? 
Ihat  A  as  the  trouble  with  standing  day-herd—it 
gave  the  imagination  a  chance  to  work. 

Bowles  looked  out  over  the  plain  again  and 
notictd  every  little  thing-the  rattleweed,  planted 
so  regularly  on  the  sandy  flat;  the  dogholes,  each 
with  Its  high-topped  mound  to  keep  out  the  rain  and 
floods ;  the  Dlack  line  of  mesquite  brush  against  the 
distant  hills;  the  band  of  yuccas  along  their  flanks; 
and  then  the  soft,  moulded  summits,  now  green, 
now  yellow,  now  creamy  white  as  shrubs  and 
bushes  and  bunch  grass  caught  the  light.  It  was 
very  beautiful,  but  lonely.  Yes,  it  lacked  color- 
a  vigorous  girlish  figure  in  the  foreground  to  give 
It  the  last  poetic  touch. 

The  only  men  who  can  stand  the  monotony  of 
day-herding  are  those  who  are  not  overburdened 
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7hl\u-t''  '*'"^J°  '"'^^  '^'  ability  to  turn  off 
the  thmkmg-machine  entirely  until  thev  neTdt 

he  res  ;  then  he  gazed  at  the  quivering  S" 
Wordsworth  would  see  it.  He  was  engaged  i^ 
he  note?       "-"P'^"  '^''•="'  °"  'h-  "^ond  day" 

Es  of    he     '*/"'"g^d  f^*""  the  barbed-wire 

words  of  tr"'  '"1  *'''"■  "''^  »  «»*h,  the 
words  of  Brgham  came  back  to  him:  "I  knowed 
her  four  m.les  away  by  section  lines."  It  was 
D«.e  Lee,  and  she  was  coming  his  wayj 

1  here  were  three  other  worthless  cowboys  like 

already.  L.fce  Br.gham,  they  knew  her  by  the 
way  she  rode,  miles  and  miles  away.  SteadSv 
she  pounded  along,  keeping  the  rangy  bay  at  „' 
even  ope,  and  then  she  turned  towafd' theVanch 
The  long  w,re  fence  of  the  horse  pasture  had 
thrown  her  from  her  course,  but  now'she  was  on 

tome  A  r-"'  7'  '=°"''^  ''''^  '''«=  -"h  fen" 
fh^\J^  "  "'  "'"""^'J  comments  marked 
h.s  sudden  turn  to  the  west,  and  the  tall,  cigarette- 

smokmgyouth  who  had  been  rubbing  the;iefpfrom 

[112] 


THE  FIRST  SMILE 

his  eyes  lopped  down  beneath  his  salt-bush  again. 
But  he  had  returned  to  Morpheus  too  soon,  for 
almost  immediately  after  he  had  laid  his  hat  over 
his  eyes  the  distant  rider  changed  her  course,  and 
the  boys  held  up  their  hands  for  silence.  Dixie 
Lee  was  going  to  make  them  a  visit,  after  all,  and 
they  would  let  her  catch  him  asleep. 

Swiftly  the  tireless  bay  came  loping  across  the 
flats,  winding  in  and  out  to  dodge  the  dog  towns, 
and  soon  the  queen  of  the  cowboys  was  up  to 
the  edge  of  the  herd. 

"Hello,  Uncle  Joe!"  she  hailed,  riding  over 
toward  the  old-timer.    "How's  your  head?" 

"All  right,  Miss  Dix,"  replied  the  puncher 
amiably.  "Cain't  hurt  a  cowboy  in  the  haid,  you 
know." 

"No,  but  you  can  spoil  his  looks,  Uncle,"  re- 
torted Dixie  May  playfully.  "You  want  to  re- 
member that— I  heard  a  lady  down  here  inquiring 
for  you  mighty  special.  What's  the  matter  with 
Slim  over  there  ?" 

A  whoop  went  up  at  this,  and  the  sleeper  sat 
up  guiltily. 

"Oh,  him?"  queried  Uncle  Joe,  speaking  loud 
so  iiat  all  could  hear.  "W'y,  kinder  overcome 
by  the  I.^at,  I  reckon.  He  gits  took  that  way 
every  once  in  a  while." 

"Ever  since  iie  begin  settin'  up  with  that  nester 
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girl  I"  put  in  the  other  day-herder,  with  a  guffaw 
and  Dixie  May  began  to  chuckle  with  laughter  as 
she  rode  around  the  herd. 
_  "Well,  it's  too  bad  about  him,"  she  called  back. 
1 11  have  to  go  over  there  and  see  if  he's  Ijkelv 
to  die."  ' 

It  took  her  but  a  moment  to  diagnose  the  sad 
case  of  Slim,  and  then  the  other  cowboy  had  his 
call  from  the  consulting  physician.     Bowles  was 
the  last  man  on  the  circuit,  but  he  did  not  step 
out  and  bow.     He  did  not  expect  a  visit-and, 
besides,  something  told  him  she  did  not  approve 
of  It.    So  he  stood  quietly  by  his  horse,  and  only 
his  eyes  followed  her  as  she  bore  down  on  him, 
her  head  turned  back  to  fling  some  gay  retort  and 
her  horse  falling  into  his  stride.    She  rode  to  the 
right  of  him,  and  as  she  faced  about  and  met  his 
glance  she  stared,  as  if  surprised. 

'Why,  hello  there,  cowboy!"  she  challenged 
bluflly;  and  then,  with  a  smile  on  her  face,  she 
went  galloping  on  toward  the  ranch. 

Nobody  heard  her  speak  but  Bowles;  and  he, 
poor,  unsophisticated  man,  was  more  puzzled  than 
enlightened  by  her  remarks.  Of  one  thing  he  was 
sure— she  had  lowered  her  voice  on  purpose,  and 
her  words  were  for  him  alone.  But  her  smile- 
was  it  one  of  derision,  or  a  token  of  forgiveness 
and  regard?  And  her  secret  greeting-was  it  an 
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accident,  or  was  she  ashamed  of  his  friendship? 
Perhaps  she  had  weighty  reasons  for  keeping 
their  acquaintance  unknown.  Somehow,  that 
thought  appealed  to  him  above  the  rest.  Perhaps 
she  knew  more  than  he  did  of  the  dangers  which 
surrounded  him-from  Hardy  Atkins,  or  some 
other  jealous  suitor,  to  whom  a  single  smile  for 
him  might  be  the  signal  for  reprisal.  They  might 
—why,  there  were  a  thousand  things  they  might 
do  if  they  knew  what  was  in  his  heart!  Bowles 
ran  it  all  over  in  his  mind:  her  sudden  turning 
upon  him  as  they  approached  the  Chula  Vista 
hotel;  her  haughty  repudiation  of  him  when  he 
met  her  at  the  big  house;  and  now  this  secret 
greetmg,  so  carelessly  given,  yet  so  fraught  with 
hidden  meaning. 

"Why,  hello  there,  cowboy!"  she  had  said. 
And  she  appeared  surprised,  as  if  she  had  not 
expected  to  see  him  in  the  guise  of  an  ordinary 
puncher.  She  had  smiled,  too;  but— well,  a  little 
too  broadly.  Of  course,  out  in  the  West— but, 
even  then,  it  was  a  little  broad. 
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droppi/g  into  ib'blantS  ik'TT-r"'  "' 
tarried  by  the  fire  A  rh  II  •  !  "'^  '"='"'  ^^ 
the  frigid  north  and  the  '"".^  """'P'  '"  ^^-^ 
flurriedVo.!''  bluing' VgrttT"'  ^^^ 
sat  about  in  their  shirt-sleeves  a^HM-  'J'=/°^^°y'' 
ly  when  they  caught  the  l"e  '^iSlrb'T 
house  the  noise  of  el,-  „  .        ^  ™^  """k- 

where  battr;e/e  tinTC 2'wo  ''""'  '"'' 
understanding   that    el7J  °"'  '  ''="«' 

quarter  on  payday  hZ7 th""""  T  •^""'^  '^ 
fni-  *.»,^  •  ^  ^  "2  the  contributins  caiwe 
for  the  excitement,  since  Henry  Lee  a  ^^Lh 

^-..Butpeac:-Ja^S^:^-:-J 

"rilg-Ian-Vh'"  *'  """T^  ""  «"*"^d  upon 
nng  ta.I    m  horses,  a  subject  upon  which  Brig" 
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ham  Clark  claimed  to  be  an  authority,  although 
Bowles  had  never  even  heard  of  it  before. 

"No,  sir,"  asserted  Brigham,  addressing  the 
company  at  large;  "you  show  me  a  ring-tailed 
hawse,  and  I'll  show  you  a  hawse  with  weak 
kidneys,  every  time.     Now,  I  don't  say  how  he 
gits  them  weak  kidneys,  y'understand ;  he  may 
git    'em   from   bein'   rode   too   young,   the   way 
Uncle  Joe  claims;  or  he  may  git  'em  from  drinkin' 
bad  water,  like  folks;  or  he  may  jest  be  born  that 
way.     But  that  ain't  the  point— when  you  take  a 
nice  young  hawse  and  turn  him  up  a  hill,  and  he 
quits  and  goes  to  ringin'  his  tail  around-that 
hawse  is  weak,  I  say,  or  he  wouldn't  quit.     A 
ring-tailed  hawse  is  a  weak  hawse,  and  you  might 
jest  as  well  give  'im  to  the  kids  to  play  with— he'll 
never  be  no  good  fer  a  cow-pony." 

Coming  as  this  did  at  the  end  of  a  long  and 
technical  argument,  it  was  allowed  to  pass  by  the 
company.  A  quiet  fell,  and  three  or  four  men  to 
leeward  got  up  to  avoid  the  smoke;  but  all  the 
time  Brigham  Clark  sat  on  the  box  he  had  cap- 
tured, his  big  black  hat  pushed  back  on  his  head, 
his  hand  held  out  to  the  fire,  and  his  shrewd  eyes 
twinkling  as  he  gazed  down  into  the  flames.  Then 
he  shook  with  silent  laughter,  and  they  knew  he 
was  off  on  another  one. 

"Heh,  heh,  hehl"  he  chuckled.     "Speakin'  of 
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road.  He  was  the  ornenest  little  brat  you  ever 
see  ,„  yore  l.fe-a  little,  spider-legged  propTi' 
t.on  w.th  a  long.  ll„,ber  tail,  and  Wg  eyeTSa 
he  d  always  be  winkin'  and  a-blinkin'  while  he 
was  figunn'  out  some  new  kind  of  devZent- 
and  a  the  tnne  he'd  be  sneezin'  and  cudJS' and 
snugghn-  up  ag'instyou  like  he  loved  you  more"„ 
h  mammy.  The  boss's  wife  kept  the  iLleTni  teJ 
far  company-hke,  and  she'd  pet  and  coddle  and 

a  fit.    Jest  like  when  a  woman  keeps  a  lap-dog  I 
reckon    kmder  makes  a  man  want  to  kiirrm^'to 
"Mr  ,^     T  "'"='""    ™  all  the  time. 

that^'nt  T  ^"'^^  '"''  '^""^  ^°°'«h  about 

hat  monkey,  and  every  momin'  when  we  were 
m  a  town  I  had  to  take  'im  out  fer  a  walk.  Jast- 
ways,  somebody  had  to  do  it;  and  rather  thin 
not  see  the  town  at  all  I'd  take  him  along  under 
my  arm.    If  I'd  had  a  hand-organ  I'd  shofe  made 

the  tilTr^H'  '"^''"*  ^  '^^  *'''"''«•  about 
the  time  I  took  the  rmg  out  of  his  tail.    Every 

time  we  d  come  to  a  tree,  or  a  fire-escape,  or  somZ 

nTt  *.     •tr-v'^'  '^'^  ^*^^''  ^°-'''  '''«'"  *«  hook 
up  at  ,t  with  his  tail;  and  this  time  I'm  speakin' 

of  we  was  goin'  through  a  little  park,  and  I'm  a 

son-of-a-gun  .f  he  didn't  git  away  on  me.    Jest 
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reached  out  with  his  tail  where  it  was  hangin' 
down  behind,  and  grabbed  a  limb,  and  slipped  the 
collar  on  me. 

"Yes,  sir  I  And  then  he  begun  doin'  circus  stunts 
through  them  trees.  First  he'd  climb  up  one,  and 
then  another,  and  then  he  hooked  on  to  a  fire- 
escape,  and  I  chased  him  clean  over  a  house. 
Policeman  came  along  and  wanted  to  arrest  me, 
but  I  give  'im  a  talk  and  kept  travelin',  because 
I  knew  if  I  didn't  ketch  that  monkey  I  didn't  need 
to  go  back  to  the  tent.  Well,  I  chased  him  till  my 
tongue  hung  out,  but  about  the  time  I'd  reach 
out  to  ketch  'im  he'd  swing  off  with  his  tail  and 
git  into  the  next  tree;  so  I  went  over  to  a  fruit 
store  and  tried  to  ketch  'im  with  bananas.  Last 
chance  I  had,  and  I  was  gittin'  pretty  mad.  All 
the  kids  was  there  to  tease  me,  the  policeman  was 
tellin'  me  to  move  on— and  that  cussed  monkey 
kept  hangin'  down  by  his  tail  and  makin'  faces 
at  me,  until,  by  grab,  I  reached  down  and  took  up 
a  rock. 

"'Now,  hyer,'  I  says,  holdin'  up  the  banana, 
'you'd  better  come  down  before  I  git  hot  and  soak 
you  with  this,'  and  I  showed  him  the  size  of  that 
pavin'  stone. 

" 'Etchee-etchee-etchee !'  he  says,  swingin'  up 
for  a  limb;  and  then  I  let  'im  have  it.     They 
wasn't  any  ring  in  his  tail  when  he  come  down, 
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believe  me;  and  when  I  showed  the  remains  to  the 
mmus  she  like  to  tore  my  hair  out.  Bo  Je  fired 
me-mad  a,  the  devil-then   when   she  wasn't 

r^JckVSrTreTasr;"'^  ^^^ 
fellers,  but  he  ha5  .ol't^rdl  entTar^ 
you  know.  So  I  took  the  twenty  and  went  back  to 
old  Coney,  where  they  shoot  the  chutes  and  loop 

as  John  G.  Rockefeller.    Big  doin's  back  there 

fellers-you  don't  know  what  you're  missin'.''       ' 

An  abashed  silence  followed  this  remark,  cal- 

ness    the  OJ  ""^  ""V'u"'  *°  "^^  *°  '''  ^«-tiv" 
Sowlel  '"'"'  "^  "'^  ^'^  """P"  *"^"«d  to 

fh'^SV'^*  '"'  "^""8"?"  he  said;  and  Bowles 
thought  he  detected  a  twinkle  in  his  eye. 

in  Z""'  '"S'r,'"  ^'  "P""'^-  "There's  no  place 
m  the  world  like  Coney  Island.  Changing  veS 
rapidly  too.  Have  you  been  there  lately?  "^S 
Dreamland  ,s  wonderful,  isn't  it?     And  Luna 

crlziestnl^'""'    Loony  Park!    Ain't  that  the 
craziest  place  you  ever  see?    Everything  upside- 


•    -      -  -  /     &***..»«  X  never  roK 
that.    Didn't  dare  to,  by  grab-; 


gentleman  come  along  to  back 
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He  glanced  at  Bowles  significantly  anH  waited 
for  the  questions. 

"What  does  she  look  like,  Brig?"  inquired  Bar 
Seven,  the  stray  man.    "Pretty  fancy,  eh?" 

"Fancy  1"   repeated   Brigham,   with   royal   in- 
solence.    "Well,  believe  me,  goin'  through  this 
Loony  Park  would  make  Tucson  look  like  a  cow 
campl    She's  shore  elegant— silver  and  gold,  and 
big    barroom    looking-glasses    everywhere— only 
everything  is  upside-down.  You  go  into  the  house 
through  the  chimney,  walk  around  on  the  ceilin' 
and  there's  ail  the  tables  and  chairs  stuck  up  on 
the  top.    Big  chandeliers  standin'  straight  up  from 
the  floor,  and  all  the  pictures  hangin'  wrong  side 
to  on  the  walls.   Stairs  is  all  built  backwards,  and 
when  you're  half  way  up,  if  you  look  like  a  Kube, 
they'll  straighten 'em  out  like  a  flat  board  and  shoot 
you  into  the  attic.    Talk  about  crazy— w'y,  they's 
been  a  feller  walked  through  this  Loony  Park  and 
never  knowed  straight  up  afterwards.    It's  shore 
wonderful,  ain't  it,  pardner?" 

"Yes,  indeed  I"  answered  Bowles  suavely;  and, 
seeing  that  he  could  be  relied  upon,  Brigham  Clark 
cut  loose  with  another  one. 

"Ain't  that  so,  mister?"  he  inquired  at  the  end; 
and  Bowles,  who  saw  a  chance  for  revenge,  as- 
sured the  gawking  cowboys  that  it  was.  These 
were  the  boys  who  had  been  gloating  over  him 
for  a  week  and  more,  but  now  it  was  his  turn 
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"Ym,  indeed."  he  replied,  with  a  blase,  worldly- 
w.se  a,r;  qu.te  a  common  occurrence,  I'm 
sure* 

«Ji^v  '^  '"''''  ^"S*"""  ^°°^  f'"h  courage. 
""» J"?  '•'"  f  *y"  ^^'"'''^d  with  mischief.  ^ 

Fnend,"  he  said,  "if  it',  „one  of  my  business, 
of  course  you'll  let  me  know,  but  you've  blen 
mX'  '  W  n"  "''""'*  r'  S"-h  "world 
C;LerseeT'^''''''''^-°"^"^"'- 

fac^  "fn?  °/  P'"»"'-%'"«"''«d  Bowies'  surhurned 
face,  for  ,t  was  the  first  time  he  had  b^.r.  ad- 
dressed as  man  to  man  since  he  struck  the  Bat 
Wmg,  but  he  d.d  not  lose  the  point-Brigham  had 
a  b.gger  story  to  bring  out  and  he  was  waiting  for 

^„T'?'','  K-IV^'  "^  *""'  ""  «  good  many 
wonderful  exhibitions,  but  the  one  that  I  S 

the  5;vt*.T"""'  V  "•'  •"""  '*'-""'"8  '^^  Selim, 
H^^e  d  v,ng  horse.    You  remember  him,  I  guess- 

wasn'  h^rs"'"'-  ?^  ""  "  beautiful'SorU 
wasnt  he?  Snowy  white,  with  a  long,  flowing 
mane,  and  mtelligent  as  a  human.  He  mounted 
into  f/r/""^-'^^  '"'  '"«''  -d  CTol 
derfu  thing  I  ever  saw,  because  he  did  it  all  by 
himse^-chmbed  up  to  the  platform,  stepped  ou? 
to  the  divmg-place,   and  jumped  off  when  his 
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Ves,  that  was  certainly 


master  said  the  word, 
wonderful." 

.hZ°"  *"""  T^'f^  ^"8'  "8"*''"8  ''i'"  with 
satisfied.  That  was  one  thing  they  claimed  to  be 
stranger  over  dubiously. 

•  ""Trr'^f'  ^''^  y°"  •»y  *'"*^  platform  was?" 
inquired  Uncle  Joe  cautiously.    "Forty-five-well 

to  cross  the  crick. 

"How  deep  was  that  pool?"  spoke  up  Bar 
Seven,  the  stray  man.    "Ten  foot?    Huhl    Sav 

Brio's  f'  "'"'"'''  "*'  °^  **""  ''•'''"'  ""'y  "^ 
"Well,  what's  the  matter  with  that  divin'  story 
of  mine?  demanded  Brigham  orgulously.  "You're 
behind  the  times.  Bar  Seven.  While  you  was  on 
yore  way  this  gentleman  come  into  camp,  and  he's 
seen  that  done  himself.  What  do  you  know  about 
it,  anyhow-spent  all  yore  life  punchin'  cows  and 

how?' ""  ^^  ^°^  ^°^  '''°"'  *^'^'"''  '"y 

"Well,  they's  one  thing  I  do  know,"  retorted 
Bar  Seven,  "and  that's  hawses.  I  been  with 
hawses  all  my  life,  and  you  cain't  tell  me  about  no 
hawse  divin  -stands  to  reason  he'd  hit  the  bottom 
and  break  his  neck,  anyway  I" 
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"Perhap.  I  would  better  explain,"  broke  in 

Sal"  ".'"'J^-     T*"""  •'•'  '«'"'  '"-"  'h" 
platform  he  ilidet  down  an  inclined  chute,  below 

which  IS  hung  a  heavily  padded  board.    Ai  the 

horie  .lip,  off  he  naturally  kick,  and  struggle,, 

»nd  hi.  feet,  flying  out  behind,  strike  the  padded 

board  so  that,  while  he  leap,  off  headforemost, 

he  rights  himself  in  the  air  and  falls  into  the  pool 

feet  first.     Of  course,  forty-five  feet  is  quiie  a 

distance,  but  he  probably  never  goes  to  the  bottom 

"Well,  that's  all  right,"  admitted  Bar  Seven.  "1 
don  t  know  about  that-but  tell  me  this,  stranger- 
How  docs  the  man  git  that  hawse  to  climb  up 
there  and  take  the  jump?  Tell  me  that,  and  Til 
believe  anything  I" 

"Why,  certainly,"  said  Bowles.  "At  the  time 
of  which  I  speak,  a  young  girl  rode  on  his  back 
when  he  made  the  plu.ige-just  to  make  it  more 
exciting,  you  know-but  I  watched  the  man  quite 
closely,  and  really  it  was  very  interesting.  First 
the  girl  went  up  the  long  incline,  which  had  a  rail- 
ing  and  was  provided  with  cleats,  of  course.  Then 
the  trainer  brought  Selim  out  and  gave  him  a 
handful  of  sugar  from  his  pocket,  rubbing  his 
head  and  talking  to  him  while  he  was  begging 
for  more,  until  he  had  him  up  to  the  chute. 
1  here  he  stripped  the  halter  off  and  spoke  to  him, 
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and  the  horse  itarted  up  by  himielf,  he  was  so 
eager  for  the  reward.  At  the  top  the  girl  mounted 
him  and  turned  him  down  the  diving-chutc;  and 
don  t  you  know,  the  first  thing  he  did  when  he 
got  to  land  was  to  trot  back  and  get  his  sugar!" 

"Oh,  sugar  I"  cried  Bar  Seven,  in  disgust;  but 
somehow  the  circumstantiality  of  the  narrative 
seemed  to  carry  conviction  with  the  others,  and 
he  found  himself  alone. 

"What  breed  of  hawse  was  that?"  inquired 
Uncle  Joe,  after  a  pause. 

^^  "A  pure-blooded  Arabian,"  answered  Bowles; 
supposed  to  be  the  most  intelligent  horses  in  the 
world.  The  Arabians,  you  know,  keep  their 
horses  about  their  tents  and  raise  them  as  if  they 
were  children,  teaching  them  to  understand  the 
human  voice  and  to  answer  like  a  dog." 

"W'y,  sure  I"  broke  in  Brigham,  artfully  taking 
the  lead  again.     "Don't  you  fellers  remember 
that  story  m  the  school  book  about  Ali  Ben  Has- 
san, or  whatever  his  name  was,  that  was  wounded 
ma  battle  and  his  hawse  picked  him  up  by  his 
belt  and  packed  him  back  to  his  tent?    I  tell  you 
them    A-rabs    are    a    pretty   smooth    bunch    of 
hombres.    They  not  only  savvy  hawses  from  the 
ground  up   but  they're   the   finest  jugglers   and 
strong-armed  men  that  the  world  has  ever  seen 
I    remember   back    at    Coney   they   was   three 
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brothers^that  did  .ech  trick,  you  couldn't  hardly 

aZJu  vt'  ""'"^  '^'  """«  brothcr»-all 
A-rabs  18  either  named  Hassan  or  A-li-and  Ae 
oldest  one  was  a  balancer.  That  f  ler  l„t 
balance  a  peacock  feather  on  his  nose-Shr^w  a 
flip-flap  dean  over  it,  and  come  up  with  itTtilV 
on  his  nose-but  that  was  jest  fer  a'^.tlrter  5l 
big  stunt  was  balancin'  clay  pipes.  He'd  ake  a 
hundred    and    forty-four    long-handled    pfpes 

skt"«p  :rT  °"  T  "'u"^'  °^''"'  ^-^^^ 

smoke/'  ^^  ""'^  "'  '^"'  ""^^^  ''^  t'-ok  « 

"What I    One  on  top  of  the  other?"  demanded 
Bar  Seven  incredulously.  "cmanaea 

,    "Aw,  no,   you  bone  head!"   replied  Brieham 
impatiently.     "What  d'ye  think-would  hepiS 
em  up  a  hundred  foot  high?    He  made  'em  il 
a  kind  of  pyramid-like-but  he  was  nothin' to  Ss 
younger  brother     That  feller  was  a  rope-sl^rp 
You  punchers  think  you  can  twirl  the  rope  som? 
but  you  re  back  in  the  calf  corral  alongside  of  hTm 
He  could  throw  a  loop  out  on  the  floor,  and  sTd 

cnt    hi     iu'  '"'"''^  '^"K-  «"«J  *en  have  it 
come  back  and  hog-tie  'im  at  one  lick,  so  that  an 

ZTr''^''  ""'"^"  "^^  ""^'^  '"  J'^"  »«"  hour 
But  that  was  jest  good  rope  work  with  him ;  his  big 
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play  come  at  the  end  when  he  tied  a  twenty- 
pound  weight  at  the  end  of  it  and  began  to  swing 
It  round.  By  Joe,  that  was  great  1  And  then, 
right  at  the  end,  when  he  pulled  his  big  stuff,  he 
heaved  that  weight  forty  foot  into  the  air,  dum 
up  the  rope  and  set  down  on  top  of  it  smokin' 
his  cigar  I    Now,  by  grab,  can  you  beat  that?" 

"Kin  we  beat  it?"  echoed  Bar  Seven  and  the 
bunch.    "Kin  we  believe  it— that's  the  point  I" 

"Well,  what's  the  matter  with  it?"  demanded 
Brigham  irritably.  "Seems  like  every  time  I  tell 
you  cotton-pickers  anythin'  you  up  an'  call  me 
a  liar.    What's  the  matter,  anyway?" 

"What's  the  matter?"  yelled  Bar  Seven,  raising 
his  voice  above  the  rest.  "W'y,  you  ignorant 
devil,  how  could  the  feller  set  on  the  weight  when 
it  was  only  throwed  up  in  the  air?" 

A  chorus  of  other  demands  followed,  but 
Brigham  only  sat  on  his  box,  smiling  easily. 

"Say,  what  do  you  take  me  for?"  he  inquired, 
gazing  about  him  pityingly.  "If  I  knowed  how 
that  A-rab  did  that  rope-work,  d'ye  think  I'd  be 
punchin'  cows?  Not  fer  me— I'd  be  drawin'  a 
thousand  dollars  a  week  back  at  Coney.  Of 
co'se  I  can't  say  how  it  was  done— no  more  than 
you  can— but  that's  what  makes  the  showl  If 
the  people  knowed,  they  wouldn't  come  no  morel 
Ain't  that  so,  pardner?" 
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;;Ycs  indeed!"  responded  Bowles. 

Juiows  that     No  m,«.    k  *"*"'   business 

«ot  to  b/:„y,toro"fc::f//r  •^.  •■'•» 

see  it.     Either  fl,,*         •  ,  P    P'*  '^°'"  pay  to 

brothfr  was  f;;;;«!:ze?Lri?e^d"'^^^^ 
-'^"a:^d^^:r/rdteatT''^^^^^^^^^^ 

Same  thing  S  his  ches,  ht*  '"""•=  *"  ^°- 
chain  arou^nd  hfs  b mtl;;;?  jn  Z^'l  '  '°««'"' 
"nap  it  like  a  thread  You've  set  f'n"'  r.'' 
that,  haven't  you  ?"  "  **""*  ''''« 

"Sure!"  said  Bowles. 

geZlir-Sel's'L'tht"-'  ^'^'J""   ''P°'°- 
these  feVs  tr  rabM  tirtm'?'  '  **'" 

s'ns^tooTstu^r^^^^^^^^ 
hTdT^'iirr-'  B^-'i^'**  r  -'^  ''"^ 

brawny  am-^tL  11       ."??"'"  ^^^'^  °"t  his 

s!owi;™d  the"n.  tV^'jrfi  T "?; 

rieht  nn  ar,A  -        j        **      '  ^ "  "^a'se  himself 
"gnt  up,  and  come  down  over  on^  ._..   ■  l    t 

on  that  thumb  1"  '    "'^  "^  "«''*  '^"'^ 

He  elevated  his  thumb  as  he  spoke,  and  the 
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cowboys  gazed  at  it  as  if  hypnotized.  Then  Bar 
Seven  rose  up  slowly  and,  walking  over  to  the 
defenseless  Brigham,  mashed  his  hat  down  over 
his  eyes  at  a  single  blow. 

"Brig,"  he  said,  his  voice  trembling  with  con- 
viction, "you're  a  dad-burned  liarl" 
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^»  height  Brigham  C  arL  cL' t^.r'"  '*  ''".'* 
his  bed.  *  tottering  out  with 

cumbent  E,  of  ^"2     'll  "''''"'"""g  '^e  re- 

wago„.shed™;;'rred%t%rertr^*^ 
house   with   them    r««.„      •  ,        ^   "  **  *ame 

Seven-the,  ^h"  '^^^^^"^S^ .:^" 
n|e  mto  the  hawse-trough.  Hui?  nf  t°T 
him  over  there,  hey?  Well  .„  i  "'l' ,.*''«» 
kinder  cold  out  hyer  ain?^^/?    R  '°"8, .  feliers- 

in  that  budc-housr^o  rorlithe"'  V.f  "'*  ''"^ 
doubt  my  veracityl"      """'^'^"^  ^««ers,  they 

asK^oppIdhistdd"'  '^'^  ^."•"^"^'^  '-^'''- 
merriment.  ^'"'  *"*  contagious 


PROMOTED 

"Say,  pardner,"  he  said,  "you're  all  right.  We 
capped  em  in  on  that  proper,  and  no  mistake. 
Did  you  see  old  Bar  Seven's  jaw  drop  when  he 
saw  how  he  was  bit?  I'll  have  that  on  him  for 
many  a  long  day  now,  and  it'll  shore  cost  him 
the  dnnks  when  we  git  to  town  next  month. 
Gittin  too  lively  for  me  over  in  the  bunk-house, 
«o  I  thought  I'd  come  out  here  with  you." 

"Sure  I"  responded  Bowles,  who  had  secretly 
been  lonely  for  company.  "It's  rather  cold  out 
here,  but  the  air  is  better." 

"Yes— and  the  company,"  added  Brigham 
meaningly  "Ain't  these  Texicans  the  ignorantest 
bunch?  W  y,  them  fellers  don't  know  nothin'  till 
they  see  you  laugh  I  I  could've  got  away  with  that 
strong-arm  business  if  I  could've  kept  my  face 
straight,  but  old  Bar  Seven  was  t  i  many  fer  me- 
I  jest  had  to  snicker  or  I'd  bust  Heh,  heh,  heh, 
heh,  heh  I" 

"There  was  one  thing  which  kind  of  puzzled 
me,  though,"  observed  Bowles.  "Would  you 
mmd  telling  me  where  you  got  that  absurd  idea 
of  the  three  Hassan  brothers?" 

"W'y,  sure  not,"  giggled  Brigham,  creeping 
closer  and  lowering  his  voice.  "Don't  tell  any- 
body,  but  I  got  it  off  a  drummer  in  the  smokin'- 
car  when  I  was  comin'  back  from  the  Fair  in 
Phoenix.  The  way  he  told  it,  there  was  an 
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his  brother   »h        "  '^  F«"^»""»n  told  about 

o.  of  Loon,  P^r,Zu^'^^l::-^l^^, 
The.r  eyes  was  stickin'  out  so  you  could  rope  'em 
w:th  a  grape-vine,  but  they  didn't  dare  to  pee? 
Been  called  down  too  often.  But  say  parE' 
on_rte  dead,  how  about  that  divin'  SsJ?'         ' 

"Well"^^!'  ^*  ^°  ^"^  T""  ^"  ^'^'^  Bowles. 

"Why,  yes,  certainly  he  did  I  HavenV  v«,. 
ever  heard  about  Selin,;  the  diving  horse?  U w 
long  ago  was  t  that  you  were  at  Coney  Island  ?" 
therr^^V'^  ,"'r'".'^.^"«'»=""-  "Never  was 
'■neve'r  h.  ^^  -^  ""^^  ^"^'Sing  frankness; 
never  been  outside  the  Territory.  Sav  vou 
didn't  thmk  I'd  shore  been  there^did  ye?"  he 
questioned  eagerly.  -  "'u  yer    ne 
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"I  certainly  did,"  replied  Bowles.  "Of  course, 
I  knew  that  you  were  drawing  the  long  bow  this 
evening— but  how  did  you  get  all  this  information 
if  you've  never  been  there  ?" 

"Heh,  heh,  heh!"  chuckled  Brigham,  rolling 
over  on  his  bed.     "Say,  this  is  pretty  good,  by 
grab  I     Feller  conies  clear  out  hyer  from  New 
York,  and  I  take  him  in,  tool    W'y,  pardner,  I 
was  with  a  carnival  company  down  at  the  Terri- 
torial  Fair  last   fall,   and  that  was  the   near- 
est I  ever  got  to  Coney;  but  they  was  a  feller 
there— the  ballyhoo  man  for  Go-Go,  the  wild 
boy— and  he  was  always  tellin'  me  about  Coney, 
until  I  knowed  it  like  a  book.     Yes,  sir,  I  jest 
camped  right  down  and  listened  to  that  spieler; 
and  he  was  shore  glad  to  talk.    Talkin'  was  his 
business,  and  he'd  been  at  it  so  long  he'd  got  the 
habit— couldn't  help  it— all  he  needed  was  some 
feller  to  listen  to  'im.    But  all  he'd  talk  about  was 
Coney  Island.    Been  there  for  years  and  didn't 
know  nothin'  else— and  he  shore  filled  me  up 
right.    Learned  me  all  his  spiels  and  everythin', 
and  when  I  come  back  from  winterin'  in  that 
Phoenix  country  I  tole  'em  I  was  back  from  New 
York.    New  York  and  the  Great  White  Way— 
and  Coney. 

"But  you   shore   strengthened  my  hand   im- 
mensely, pardner,  the  way  you  he'ped  out  to- 
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Seven  .nd  thL  «  ^^ir  rilTelf  "''"  ^" 
-e  wise  to  a  whole  LZr.  l^^il^H  ""* 
up  another  coine^n.    How',  t£t  now?"    '""' 

"Co^d-nSr  "'"''  ''"^'"'  ^--8  ""Piiy. 

.enaKr^s;r::'i-t^t^ 

a  hawse  «tnr„i     a     ^         °"  "'*'"  ''"«•    Or 
aboutTa^^'c^arS"''  ?'">  ''*'  '-"^  »« 
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lantern — th 


,         , ■"•  <»  idnccm — tnat 

they  all  say-but  don't  fergit  that  divin 


lat's  what 
story, 


pardner     lJid«'t  you  never  see  no  more 
stunts-in  New  York  or  somewhere  ?" 

"th^^'  ■''!?'"  ""'^l"^  ^'"^'"'  brightening  up; 
that  remmds  me    there',  the  HippodromeP  ^ 

"Whl   ^'■"2"'^  ^f'^'"""'    "W''«'»  it  «''«?" 
,_.    Why,  the  Hippodrome,"  continued  Bowles 

IS  an  immense  playhouse  right  in  the  heart  of  New 

h,?V   /  '  ^T'"  """^  '"*'">y  t°  spectacles.    It 
has   a   stage   large   enough  to   accommodate  a 
thousand  people,  and  a  great  lake  out  in  fronl 
that  IS  big  enough  to  float  a  fleet  of  boats-  and 
every  year  they  put  on  some  new  spectacle     S 
year  it  will  be  the  battle  of  Manila  Bay,  for  in 
stance,  with  ships  and  men  and  cannons,  and  a  grei 
s^pwreck  scene  right  there  in  the  lake,  with^pet 
pie  falling  overboard  and  getting  drowned-and 
Deonr?',7-''""^."  *''"  ^''^"  »  boatload  of 
agam^It ,  just  the  same  as  if  they  were  drowned." 
Aw   say     broke  in  Brigham,  "you're  givin' 
me  a  fill,  ain't  you?"  ^ 

"No,"  protested  Bowles  warmly;  "I'm  telline 

srctlclVr-  "^'^  V''"  *''''"-*  ^'^ri^- 
temotinLf  '  ""'  "'^''*--  ^'  «Pr"«ted  the 
tempting  of  some  young  prince  by  Cleopatra,  the 
beautiful  Egyptian  queen.  There  were  six  hun! 
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dred  women  in  the  play,  and  a>  they  marched 
and  countermarched  aero.,  the  .tage  the  light, 
would  throw  ^ft  color,  about  them%nd  then  a 
they  danced  the  color,  would  change,  until  th" 
whoe  place  looked  like  fairyland.     Then  they 
would  .wmg  up  u,to  the  air  on  invisible  wire,  and 
hover  about  hke  butterflies-there  would  be  a 
flash  and  all  would  have  wing.-and  then  they 
would  disappear  again  and  come  out  dressed  in 
armor  like  Amazons.    And  in  the  last  act,  when 

down  the  broad  .tone  step,  that  lead  into  the  lake 
four  abrea.t,  and  without  taking  a  deep  breath,  or 
showmg  any  concern  whatever,  they  just  walked 
nght   mto   that   deep   water   and   disappeared 

IrrorsLV""-  ^-•^'>-''°'«-Hun. 

Where  to  ?    Where'd  they  go  to  ?" 
"Under  the  water-that's  all  I  know." 

'^'uT^'^L^  l'"'"  «'^'»™ed  Brigham,  ri.ing 
up  m  bed.  "By  jicks,  pardner.  I  shore  have  to 
take  off  my  hat  to  you-you  got  a  wonderful 
imagmationl" 

"No,  indeed  I"  protested  Bowles.     "It's  every 

word  of  It  true.    This  Hippodrome  was  designed 

by  the  same  man  who  built  Luna  Park,  and  in- 

vented  the  loop  the  loop,  and  shoot  the  chutes, 
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and  all  those  other  wonderful  thingi.  I  wa.  read- 
ing  an  article  about  that  Hippodrome  lake  and  it 
rr  ''%^"''*  •"'"«  '''"d  of  «  great  metal  hood 

pressed  a.r  of  just  the  right  pressure  to  displace 

he  water.    All  the  details  are  held  secret,  and 

the  very  people  who  use  it  are  kept  in  ignorance. 

dive  right  down  under  that  hood  and  from  there 

llZ'-'fu^f  '^r.""^^  underground  passages 
and  earned  back  to  their  dressing-rooms.    Several 

fn^wir?  t™^"'"^  ^'?"'  ""'y  ^««  experiment- 

UDn^I  .h  '  "'"'  ">  P"^*«'y  "^«:  ^  don't 

suppose  those  women  mind  it  at  all  " 

emoSn'i'  "''f  •?"^'"""'  "'"  «"'88""8  ^''^  W* 
emotions.  Is  it  as  easy  as  that?  But  say  "  he 
whispered    as  the  magnitude  of  the  story  ^ame 

Zll  ni  ?"  ""'  ''"  ^  «'*  *''»  "ff  °"  Sle  cow! 
boys-Ill  have  me  a  reputation  like  old  Tom 
Pepper,  or  Windy  Bill  up  on  the  J.F.  I  You  don^ 
want  to  pull  jt  yoreself,  do  you?  Well.  jestTvc 
me  the  details,  then,  and  I'll  depend  on  you  to 
make  my  hand  good  when  they  come  back  for 

like  what  you  say.  I'm  shore  goin'  to  save  my 
money  and  drag  it  fer  old  New  York  I" 

res,    indeed."   murmured    Bowles,    ouddlma 
down  into  his  bed;  "I'm  sure  you'd  enjoy  it." 
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He  fell  to  breathing  deeply  immediately,  feign- 
ing a  dreamiest  slumber,  and  when  Brigham 
asked  his  next  question  Bowles  was  lost  to  the 
world.  The  cowboy's  night  was  all  too  short 
for  him,  ending  as  it  did  at  four-thirty  in  the 
morning,  and  not  even  a  consideration  for  Brig- 
ham's  future  career  could  fight  off  the  demands 
of  sleep.  Yet  hardly  had  he  closed  his  eyes— or 
so  it  seemed— when  Gloomy  Gus  flashed  his  lan- 
tern in  his  face  and  then  turned  to  the  ambitious 
Brigham.  ■ 

"Git  up,  Brig  I"  he  rasped.  "It's  almost  day! 
Wranglers!" 

"Oh,  my  Lord  I"  moaned  Brigham,  turning  to 
hide  his  face,  but  the  round-up  cook  was  inex- 
orable and  at  last  he  had  his  way.  Then  as  the 
wranglers  clumped  away  to  saddle  their  night- 
horses  the  dishpan  clanged  out  its  brazen  sum- 
mons and  one  by  one  the  cowboys  stirred  and 
rose.  Last  of  all  rose  Bat  Wing  Bowles,  for  his 
head  was  heavy  with  sleep;  but  a  pint  of  the 
cook's  hot  coffee  brought  him  back  to  life  again, 
and  he  was  ready  for  another  day. 

Shrill  yells  rose  from  the  far  comer  of  the 
horse  pasture;  there  was  a  rumble  of  feet,  a  din 
of  hoofbeats  growing  nearer,  and  then  with  a 
noise  like  thunder  the  remuda  poured  into  the 
corral.  A  scamper  of  ponies  and  the  high-pitched 
[138] 


PROMOTED 
hm  w"  "■*  ""*""  "'"'"■'  """»'•  "F... 

had  scored  a  victory  and  he  wrsaLed  S 

»ti»  or  tne  Hippodrome  were   h».|^  ;- 

serve   and  the  round'up  supplied^  «c  telir 

As  the  riding  of  bronks  progressed   theW 

dents  that  go  with  such  work  inieS     Al 

even^n^orning  saw  its  loose  hrrjalng^:;:^* 
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the  flats,  and  the  number  of  receptive  candidates 
for  the  job  of  day-herding  was  swelled  by  the 
battle-scarred  victims.  Then  fate  stepped  in,  the 
scene  was  changed,  and  Bowles  found  himself  a 
man  again. 

"Bowles,"  said  Henry  Lee,  as  he  lingered  by 
the  fire,  "can  you  drive  a  team?" 

Visions  of  a  flunky's  job  driving  the  bed-wagon 
rose  instantly  in  his  mind:  but  Bowles  had  been 
trained  to  truth-telling  and  he  admitted  that  he 
could. 

"Ever  drive  a  wild  team  ?"  continued  Lee,  with 
a  touch  of  severity. 

"Well— no,"  answered  Bowles.  "I've  driven 
spirited  horses,  such  as  we  have  in  the  East, 

but " 

"Think  you  could  drive  the  grays  to  Chula 
Vista  and  back?" 

"Oh,  the  grays  I"  cried  Bowles,  a  sudden  smile 
wreathing  his  countenance  as  he  thought  of  that 
spirited  pair.    "Why,  yes;  I'm  sure  I  could!" 

"Oh,"  commented  Henry  Lee,  as  if  he  had  his 
doubts;  but  after  a  quick  glance  at  the  self-suffi- 
cient youth  he  seemed  to  make  up  his  mind. 
"Well,"  he  said,  "I'll  get  Hardy  to  hook  'em 
up — Mrs.  Lee  wants  you  to  take  her  to  town." 

"Certainly,"  responded  Bowles,  turning  sud- 
denly sober.    "I'll  be  very  careful  indeed." 
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"Yes,"  said  the  cattleman;  "and  if  you  can't 
drive,  I  want  you  to  say  so  now." 

"I've  driven  in  the  horse  shows,  Mr.  Lee,"  an- 
swered  Bowles.    "You  can  judge  for  yourself." 

"Oh,  you  have,  have  you?"  And  the  keen  gray 
eyts  of  Henry  Lee  seemed  to  add:  "Then  what 
are  you  doing  out  here?"  But  all  he  said  was: 
"Very  well." 

Half  an  hour  later,  with  his  gloved  hands  well 
out  to  the  front,  and  the  whip  in  his  ;ht  for 
emergencies,  Bowles  went  racing  southward  be- 
hind the  grays;  while  Mrs.  Lee,  her  face  muffled 
against  the  wind,  was  wondering  at  his  skill.  As 
a  cowboy,  Mr.  Bowles  had  been  a  laughing- 
stock, but  now  he  displayed  all  the  courage  and 
control  of  a  Western  stage-driver,  with  some  of 
the  style  of  a  coachman  thrown  in. 

"How  well  you  drive,  Mr.  Bowles  I"  she  ven- 
tured, after  the  grays  had  had  their  first  dash. 
I  was  afraid  I  shouldn't  be  able  to  go  to  town 
until  after  the  round-up— Mr.  Atkins  is  so  busy, 
you  know." 

Bowles  bowed  and  smiled  grimly.  It  had 
been  Hardy  Atkins'  boast  that  he  alone  was  capa- 
ble of  handling  the  grays,  and  as  he  was  har- 
nessing them  up  that  gentleman  had  seen  fit  to 
criticize  the  arrangements,  only  to  be  rebuked  by 
Henry  Lee. 
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"You  know   Mr.  Lee  depends  so   much  on 
Hardy,    continued  Mrs.  Lee,  "and  he  needs  him 
so  on  the  circle  that  I  disliked  very  much  to  ask 
for  him— but  something  you  said  the  other  night 
about  stage-coaching  made  me  think  that  perhaps 
you  could  drive.     Of  course,  any  of  the  boys 
could  drive,  but-well,  for  some  reason  or  other 
I  can  never  get  them  to  talk  to  me;  and  to  ride 
forty  miles  with  a  man  who  is  too  embarrassed 
to  talk,  and  who  hates  you  because  he  can't  chew 
tobacco— that  isn't  so  pleasant— now,  is  it?" 
..v"^!*^'  ""'  ^  presume  not,"  agreed  Bowles, 
rou  know,  I'm  recently  from  the  East,  and  per- 
haps that's  why  I  notice  it,  but  these  Western 
men  seem  very  difficult  to  get  acquainted  with. 
Of  course  I'm  a  greenhorn  and  all  that,  and  I 
suppose  they  haven't  much  respect  for  me  as  a 
cowboy,  but  it's  such  a  peculiar  thing— no  one 
will  speak  to  me  directly.    Even  when  they  make 
fun  of  me,  they  keep  it  among  themselves.    Brig- 
ham  Clark  is  the  only  one  who  gives  me  any 
degree  of  friendship— and,  that  reminds  me,   I 
must  get  him  some  tobacco  in  town." 

"Yes,  I  know  what  you  mean,"  said  Mrs.  Lee. 
"I  guess  I  do!  Think  of  living  out  here  for 
thirty  years,  Mr.  Bowles,  and  having  them  still 
hold  aloof.  With  Dixie,  now,  it  is  different. 
She  was  born  here,  and  in  a  way  she  speaks  their 
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language.  I  have  done  my  best,  to  be  sure,  to 
keep  her  diction  pure— and  Henry  even  has  given 
up  all  his  old,  careless  ways  of  speaking  in  order 
to  do  his  part;  but,  somehow,  she  has  learned  the 
vernacular  from  these  cowboys,  and  in  spite  of 
all  I  can  say  she  will  persist  in  using  it.  It  was 
only  yesterday  that  I  overheard  her  say  to 
Hardy:  'Yes,  I  can  ride  ary  hawse  in  the  penl' 
And  she  says  'You-all'  like  a  regular  Texan.  Of 
course,  that  is  Southern  too— and  I  have  known 
some  very  cultivated  Texans— but,  oh,  it  makes 
me  feel  so  bad  that  my  daughter  should  fall  into 
these  careless  ways!  I  have  been  in  Arizona 
nearly  thirty  years  now,  and  it  has  meant  the  loss 
of  a  great  deal  to  me  in  many  ways;  but  there 
was  one  thing  I  would  not  give  up,  Mr.  Bowles— 
I  would  not  give  up  my  educated  speech  I" 

She  ended  with  some  emotion,  and  Bowles 
glanced  at  her  curiously,  but  he  made  no  carping 
comments.  \  'hen  a  lady  has  sacrificed  so  much 
to  preserve  the  language  of  her  fathers,  it  would 
be  a  poor  return  indeed  to  give  her  sught  but 
praise— and  yet  he  could  sense  it  dimly  that  she 
had  paid  a  fearful  price.  Personally,  he  was  be- 
ginning to  admire  the  direct  speech  of  Dixie  May, 
even  to  the  extent  of  dropping  some  of  his  more 
obvious  Eastern  variants;  but  to  the  mother  he 
hid  the  leanings  of  his  heart. 
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"ZJw  iT'  "  """I"'''  ""'"^  P"'«'"  he  said. 
Keally,  I  have  nev..  heard  more  perfect  En- 
g.sh-except,  perhap.,  from  some  high  J  eS 
cated  foreigner.  Our  tendency  to  lapse  into  the 
vernacular  lay,  „,  all  open  to  criticism,  of  course 

speectt?Sr' •'•  """•  "-"•  ''"''  y-'  E«t"rn 
speech  IS  a  bar,  m  a  way,  to  the  closest  relations 

w.th  your  neighbors?    I  know  with  me  it  has  b«n 

Westrrn'iZ       "?  '^''''^'  '^^'"8  '°  "^^opt  thJ 
Western  Idiom  as  far  jts  possible.    Why,  reallv 

when  I  first  came,  they  ridiculed  me  so    or  say^ 

ng  Beg  pardon-  that  I  doub.  if  I  shall  ever  use 

he  expression  again.    And  I  am  having  such  a 

struggle  to  say  'calves'-not  'cahves,'  you  know 

but  'calves  I     It  is  all  .ight  to  sa;  'b«lmZ 

S  S'^'  '"  ^^"  ''''^'  ''"^  ""'here  iUs  Sf 
frightfully  conspicuous  I    And  bc..ides " 

Oh,  now,  Mr.  Bowles,"  protested  Mrs.  Lee 

laying  a  restraining  hand  on  his  arm,  "I  hope  you 

wil  not  shatter  all  my  hopes  by  falling  info  this 

dreadful   vernacular.     If   you   only  knew   how 

much  I  enjoy  your  manner  of  speaking,  if  vou 

knew  what  memories  of  New  York  and  the  old 

lite  your  words  bring  up,  you  would  hesitate,  I 

am  sure,  to  cast  aside  your  heritage.     Really,  if 

Henry  would  have  let  me,  I  should  have  invited 

you  up  to  the  house  the  very  evening  you  came- 

but  you-well,  you  had  some  disagreement  with 
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him  at  the  start,  and  it's  rather  prejudiced  him 
against  you.  And,  besides,  he  has  his  ideas  of 
discipline,  you  know,  and  against  making  excep- 
tions of  one  man  over  another;  and  so— well,  I 
did  hope  you  would  be  able  to  drive,  because  now 
I  want  to  have  a  good  long  talk. 

"I'n  nt  proud,  or  'stuck  up,'  as  they  say  out 
here,  Mr.  Bowles,"  she  went  on,  as  if  eager  to 
begin  her  holiday;  "and  really  I  do  everything 
in  my  power  to  be  friendly,  but  the  class  of 
people  who  come  here— these  poor,  ignorant  nest- 
ers,    and    rough,    hard-swearing   cowboys— they 
seem  actually  to  resent  my  manner  of  speaking. 
Of  course,   I  was  a  school-teacher  for  a   few 
years— before  I  married  Henry— and  I  suppose 
that  has  made  a  difference;  but  I  do  gei:  so  lonely 
sometimes,  with  Dixie  out  riding  around  some- 
where and  Henry  off  on  the  round-up— and  yet 
I  just  can't  bring  myself  to  speak  this  awful,  vul- 
gar Texas-talk.     Now  Dixie,  she  rides  around 
anywhere,  speaks  to  all  the  women,  says  'Howdy' 
to  all  the  men,  and,  I  declare,  when  I  hear  her 
talking  with  these  cowboys  I  wonder  if  she's  my 
own  daughter!     They  have  such  common  ways 
of  expressing  then.selves,  although  I  must  say 
they  are  always  polite  enough— but  what  I  really 
object  to  is  their  familiar  attitude  toward  Dixie. 
No  matter  what  their  class  or  station,  they  al- 
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ways  seem  to  take  it  for  granted  that  they  are 
perfertly  eligible,  and  that  she  is  sure  to  marry 
one  of  them,  and  that  even  the  commonest  h^s  a 
kind  of  gambler's  chance  to  win  her  hand." 

She  paused,  overcome  apparently  by  memories 
of  past  courtships,  and  Bowles  shuffled  his  feet 
uneasily. 

^    "Of  course,"  he  said  at  length,  "your  daughter 

IS  very  attractive " 

"Oh,  do  you  think  so?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Lee, 
making  no  concealment  of  her  pleasure  in  the 
tact.       I  thought,  from  the  way  you  spoke  to 

her— when  I  introduced  you,  you  know " 

"Oh,  that  was  just  my  manner  I"  interrupted 
Bowles  hastily.  "A  little  embarrassed,  perhaps." 
But  I  thought,"  persisted  Mrs.  Lee,  "I 
thought  from  the  way  you  both  acted  that  you 
had  met  before.  In  New  York,  perhaps-you 
know,  she  has  been  there  all  winter-or  some 
time  before  that  evening.  You  know,  Dixie  is 
generally  so  free  with  the  new  cowboys,  but  she 

spoke  up  at  you  so  sharply,  and  you " 

"Ah— excuse  me,"  interposed  Bowles,  "per- 
haps I  would  better  explain.  I  did  meet  your 
daughter,  very  informally  to  be  sure,  on  the 
morning  of  my  arrival  at  Chula  Vista.  It  was 
that  which  caused  my  embarrassment— always 
painful  when  people  fail  to  recognize  you,  you 
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know— and  especially  with  a  lady.    Er— what  do 
all  these  prairie-dogs  live  on,  Mrs.  Lee?    We 

have  passed  so  many  of  them,  but  I  don't  see " 

"Mr.  Bowles,"  said  Mrs.  Lee,  placing  her 
hand  once  more  upon  his  arm  and  looking  at  him 
with  an  anxious  mother's  eyes,  "I  want  you  to 
meet  my  daughter  again.  She  was  in  New  York 
all  winter,  you  know,  and  perhaps  you  have  some 
friends  in  common.  Anyway,  I  wish  we  could  see 
more  of  you— it  would  be  such  a  pleasure  to  me, 

and  Dixie " 

She  let  her  eyes  express  her  longing  for  the  im- 
provement of  Dixie's  diction— a  certain  approval, 
too,  of  Bowles— but  he  did  not  respond  at  once. 
Fighting  within  his  breast  was  a  mad,  fatuous  de- 
sire to  stand  in  the  presence  of  his  beloved,  to 
hear  the  music  of  her  voice  and  behold  the  swift- 
ness and  grace  of  her  comings  and  goings;  but 
almost  as  an  echo  in  his  ears  he  could  hear  the 
mocking  formalism  of  her  answers,  and  feel  the 
scorn  in  her  eyes  as  she  sneered  at  him  for  pur- 
suing her.  His  face  became  graver  as  he  thought, 
and  then,  with  the  ready  wit  of  his  kind,  he 
framed  up  a  tactful  excuse. 

"Oh,  thank  you,"  he  said.    "It's  very  kind  of 
you,  I'm  sure— and  there  is  nothing  I  should  en- 
joy more— but   under   the   circumstances   I   am 
afraid  I  shall  have  to  decline.     You  know  of 
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course  that,  whatever  my  life  may  have  been  in 
the  past    at  present  I  an,  nothing  but  a  Wred 

And  2ce'  m"T  ^T  '"'"'^  "  '''«•  '  "»  «S 
And  since  Mr.  Lee  has  asked  you  not  to  make 

exceptions  among  the  men.  I  should  be  ve,^  wrrv 
indeed  to  go  against  his  wishes."  ^     ^ 

Oh,  that  is  not  the  rule,  Mr.  Bowles  "  oro 
tested  Mrs.  Lee.  "We  make  exception  ^  it'Si 
the  time,  and  I  am  sure  Henry  would  be  glad  to 
have  you  come.  Some,evening  after  suppfryo^ 
know  I  want  so  much  to  have  Dixie  mee'  p;op°e 
of  refinement  and  education,  and  while  for  the 
moment  you  may  be  working  as  a  common  cot 

Doy,  of  course  we  know " 

"You  know  very  little,  as  a  matter  of  fact."  in- 
terposed Bowles;  "and  I  am  sorry  that  cTrcum- 
stances  make  it  impossible  for  me  to  discuss  my 
antecedents.  But  has  it  not  occurred  to  you.  mTs 
Lee  that,  considering  the  attitude  of  the  cowboys 
in  the  past,  it  might-well,  my  motives  might  be 
misunderstood-if  I  should  call  " 

"Why,  surely  Mr.  Bowles,"  began  Mrs.  Lee, 

atraid  of  what  the  cowboys " 

fh."?n'  "?\"°'"  1'°'^'''^  ^°'^'"'  Washing  :o 
the  tips  of  his  sunburned  ears.  "Certainly  not  I 
1  did  not  mean  the  cowboys." 

"Well,  what  then?"  demanded  Mrs.  Lee,  in 
perplexity.  '  '" 
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Mr.  Bowles  hesitated  a  moment,  looking 
straight  ahead  to  where  Chula  Vista  rose  between 
the  horses'  ears. 

"You  will  excuse  me,  Mrs.  Lee,  I'm  sure,"  he 
said,  speaking  very  low.  "But  when  I  spoke  of 
my  motives  being  misunderstood,  I  did  not  have 
reference  to  the  cowboys.  I  wa»— er-thinking 
of  your  daughter." 

"My  daughter  1"  echoed  Mrs.  Lee,  suddenly 
sitting  up  very  straight  in  her  seat.  Then,  as 
the  significance  of  his  remarks  became  evident, 
she  gazed  across  at  him  reproachfully. 

"Why,  Mr.  Bowles!"  she  said;  and  then  there 
was  a  long,  pensive  silence,  broken  only  by  the 
thud  of  flying  feet,  the  rattle  and  rumble  of 
wheels,  and  the  yikr-r-r  of  startled  prairie-dogs. 
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A  LETTER  FROM  THE  POSTMISTRESS 

THE  morning  after  Bowies'  return  from  his 
trip  to  Chula  Viata-during  which  he  had 
made  the  starthng  proposition  about  being  mis- 
understood by  Dixie  Lee-the  entire  Bat  Wing  out- 
fit packed  up  Its  plunder  and  pulled  out  for  the  bie 
round-up  First  the  cowboys,  with  a  fifteen-mile 
ride  ahead  of  them  before  they  began  to  gather, 
went  stringing  across  the  plains  at  a  high  trot; 
then  the  rertiuda,  stretching  out  in  a  mighty  fan  of 
horses,  came  fogging  along  behind  them,  to  be 
ready  for  a  change  at  the  cutting-grounds;  and 
last  the  chuck-wagon  and   the  bed-wagon-one 

•,  J  u-  ?"*'!''  *"'''"'  ""'^  provisions,  the  other 
piled  high  with  well-lashed  beds-went  hammer- 
ing through  chuck  holes  and  dipping  into  dry 
washes  in  a  desperate  attempt  to  reach  the  ren- 
dezvous in  time  for  dinner. 

A  gangling  youth  in  overalls,  and  with  a  pair 

of  cheap  "can-opener"  spurs  on  his  shoes,  acted 

the  part  of  assistant  to  the  horse-wrangler;  and 

an  open-faced  individual  with  a  great  taste  for 
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plug  tobacco  and  the  song  called  "Casey  Jones" 
drove  the  bed-wagon  for  Gloomy  Gus;  but 
Bowles  rode  out  with  the  cowboys.  By  a  piece 
of  good  luck,  he  had  backed  Wa-ha-lote  into  « 
corner  that  morning,  and  so  menaced  him  w!*h 
his  rope  that  the  good-natured  monarch  had 
finally  stood  and  surrendered  for  a  handful  of 
sugar.  So  Mr.  Bowles  rode  out  in  style,  without 
any  ostensible  glances  toward  the  big  house, 
where  Dixie  May  was  reviewing  her  admirers 
from  the  gallery.  By  this  time,  of  course,  Mrs. 
Lee  would  have  informed  her  daughter  of  the 
Eastern  stray's  presumption— of  his  daring  to 
suggest  that,  in  case  he  called,  she,  Dixie,  might 
misunderstand  his  motives  and  think  he  was  lay- 
ing siege  to  her  heart— and  of  course  Dixie  May 
would  be  indignant! 

But,  if  she  was,  she  carried  it  off  well,  for 
Bowles  never  got  a  look  from  her.  Of  course, 
in  a  bunch  of  thirty  cowboys,  even  on  such  a  fancy 
mount  as  high-headed  Wa-ha-lote,  one  man  does 
not  stand  out  conspicuously  from  the  rest— that 
is,  not  unless  his  horse  is  pitching.  Hardy  Atkins 
was  on  an  outlaw  sorrel  called  El  Paso  del  Norte, 
and  he  made  up  the  center  of  the  picture.  Del 
Norte  was  a  wonder  at  the  buck-jump,  especially 
if  some  one  spurred  him  in  the  shoulders,  which 
Hardy  did,  and  the  departure  of  our  hero  was 
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•  little  dimmed  by  hit  dutt.     Still  Bowles  wu 
pleated,  even  if  he  was  leaving  the  home  of  hit 

i!     L    L       ^°  ''"'"'  '*"■  »o"'«'>'''8  told  him 
that  he  had  at  last  won  distinction  in  the  ruck  of 
•uitors— the  only  man  who  had  not  let  it  go  for 
granted  that  he  was  in  love  with  Dixie  Lee.    Of 
course,  he  was-desperately  so— but  an  instinct 
deep  down  in  his  breast  warned  him  to  conceal 
It  from  all  the  world.    And  especially  from  Dixie, 
the  capricious;  otherwise,  she  might  win  him  by  a 
glance  and  a  smile,  and  then  disprize  him  forever. 
But  now  the  stern  realities  of  life  loomed  up 
before  him,  and  Bowles  found  himself  with  a  real 
round-up  on  his  hands.    It  does  not  take  much  of 
a  man  to  sit  on  the  front  porch  and  talk  near- 
love  with  a  girl;  but  to  follow  a  Western  round- 
up  IS  a  task  to  try  the  hardiest.    For  three  hours 
Bowles  rode  at  a  rough  trot  across  the  valley, 
fighting  down  the  awful  instinct  to  rise  in  his  stir- 
rups  and  "bob";  and  then  as  the  distant  hills 
grew   nearer  the   cowboys   broke   into   a   lope. 
They  separated  into  two  parties  that  formed  the 
horns  of  a  circle,  dropping  off  man  after  man  as 
they  jumped  up  cattle,  and  still  spurring  on  and 
on.     The  puncher  with  the  weakest  horse  was 
dropped  first,  for  there  would  be  no  chance  to 
change  till  noon,  and  the  best  mounted  was  saved 
to  the  last  in  order  to  get  his  full  strength. 
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Bowles  was  on  Wa-h«-lote,  and  he  rode  to  the 
end  before  Henry  Lee  lent  him  back  with  the 
herd. 

Very  ilowly  now  he  plodded  along  behind  hit 
bunch  of  cattle,  riding  back  and  forth  as  he  picked 
up  strays,  and  driving  them  all  to  tome  common 
center.  To  the  right  and  left,  and  far  acrott  to 
distant  hills,  he  could  see  lone  men  at  their  task, 
and  the  great  plain  became  dotted  with  cattle  as 
the  circle  closed  in  on  the  grounds.  A  hundred 
cow-trails,  sinuous  as  snake-tracks,  led  in  to  this 
place  they  all  sought,  and  when  the  lowing 
strings  of  cattle  met  it  was  on  the  flat  by  a 
dammed-up  lake.  There  the  herds  were  thrown 
together,  carefully  so  that  no  mother  should  lose 
her  calf;  and  while  they  stood  them  upon  the  cut- 
ting-ground the  wrangler  brought  up  his  horses, 
and  each  man  caught  out  a  fresh  mount. 

Nowhere  in  all  his  work  is  the  mastery  of  the 
cowboy  more  apparent  than  when  he  changes 
horses  on  the  open  plain.  The  great  remuda  of 
over  two  hundred  horses  was  driven  in  on  the  gal- 
lop; then  the  cowboys  rounded  them  up,  and 
each  man  dropped  to  the  ground.  One  by  one 
they  took  down  their  ropes  and  threw  the  loose 
ends  to  their  neighbors,  and  there  in  a  minute's 
time  was  a  corral  that  would  hold  the  wildest  out- 
law, for  a  rope  is  the  greatest  terror  of  a  cow- 
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pony.  It  was  a  rope  that  fore-footed  him  when 
he  was  a  colt,  and  bound  him  at  the  branding; 
every  morning  the  long,  snaky  loops  whizzed  past 
their  ears  and  dragged  out  those  who  must  ride 
till  they  were  ready  to  drop ;  and  so,  even  though 
they  had  the  power  to  brush  the  rope  fence  aside, 
the  frightened  horses  huddled  away  from  it  and 
submitted  to  the  noose. 

Bowles  was  barred,  for  his  Mother  Hubbard 
roping  threw  the  herd  into  a  frenzy;  su  he  sad- 
dled up  for  Brigham  and  let  that  doughty  puncher 
drag  out  his  mount.  Then  the  cutting  and  brand- 
ing began,  and  Henry  Lee  put  him  to  flanking 
calves.  Perhaps  he,  too,  had  heard  of  the  ten- 
derfoot's remarks  about  his  daughter;  or  it  may 
have  been  the  original  grouch:  but  Bowles  knew 
from  the  look  in  his  eye  that  he  was  elected  to  do 
his  full  share.  So  he  labored  on,  trying  to  learn 
the  tricks  of  the  older  flankers,  and  schooling  him- 
self to  their  stoical  endurance. 

A  heavy  wind  came  up,  sweeping  the  dust 
across  the  flat  in  clouds,  and  still  the  cutters  rode 
and  roped.  They  ate  dinner  in  relays,  turning 
their  backs  to  the  storm  and  bolting  their  grimy 
food  in  silence,  and  hurried  back  to  the  herd. 
The  sparks  from  the  branding-fire  flew  fifty  feet 
in  a  line,  and  the  irons  would  hardly  hold  heat  in 
the  wind;  but  they  carried  the  work  through  to 
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the  end.  Then  they  moved  the  herd  to  harder 
ground,  and  cut  it  between  the  gusts,  when  every 
horse  turned  tail  and  the  riders  shut  their  eyes.  The 
ones  and  twos  were  lumped  together,  the  strays 
turned  loose  on  the  plain,  and  the  outfit  plodded 
on  to  the  east,  driving  their  cut  before  them. 

That  night  they  camped  at  a  ranch,  throwing 
down  their  beds  in  barns  and  sheds,  and  eating 
in  the  open.  The  next  day  they  braved  the  wind 
and  combed  the  distant  mountain,  riding  far  over 
the  rocky  slopes,  and  branding  in  a  carion.  On 
the  third  day  the  wind  brought  up  rain  and  sleet, 
and  the  mountains  were  powdered  with  snow,  but 
the  round-up  moved  on  inexorably.  Then  the 
wind  veered  to  the  east  and  the  air  became  bitter 
cold;  Gloomy  Gus  could  hardly  cook  for  the  gale 
that  assaulted  him,  and  the  wrangler  lost  eight  or 
ten  horses;  but  still  the  hardy  cowboys  rode  and 
cut  and  branded,  for  a  round-up  never  stops  for 
wind  and  weather. 

As  for  Bowles,  his  face  was  peeled  and  swollen, 
his  eyes  half-blinded  by  dust  and  wind,  his  body 
chilled  through  in  spite  of  his  clothes,  and  he  saw 
himself  in  that  company  like  a  child  among 
grown-up  men.  Half  of  the  cowboys  left  their 
coats  on  the  wagon  until  the  day  of  the  blizzard; 
and  Brigham  was  still  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  having 
rolled  up  his  coat  with  his  bed  and  forgotten  to 
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bring  his  slicker.  Yet  none  of  them  railed  at  the 
weather;  no  one  quit;  it  was  their  life.  Perhaps 
from  their  earliest  boyhood  they  had  braved  the 
Texas  northers  or  endured  the  continual  sand- 
storms of  high  and  windy  plains.  They  were 
used  to  it,  like  the  horses  that  bore  them;  but 
Bowles  was  a  more  delicate  plant.  All  he  could 
do  was  to  live  on  from  day  to  day,  wondering  at 
their  courage  and  hardihood,  and  marveling  at 
his  own  presumption  in  thinking  he  could  play  at 
their  game. 

A  week  passed,  and  the  wind  grew  warmer, 
though  it  still  swept  in  from  the  southeast.  The 
outfit  reached  the  limit  of  its  circle  and  turned 
toward  home,  sending  its  cuts  of  dogies  on  be- 
fore it.  On  the  first  of  May  they  were  contracted 
to  be  delivered  at  Chula  Vista,  there  to  be  shipped 
to  Colorado  and  the  Texas  Panhandle  and  fat- 
tened into  steers.  But  feed  was  short,  for  the 
cold  had  set  back  the  grass,  and  Henry  Lee  had 
wired  that  he  could  deliver  on  the  twentieth.  So 
while  he  waited  for  an  answer  he  sent  his  cattle 
ahead  of  him,  and  every  day  as  he  rode  he 
watched  for  a  messenger  from  home. 

Nor  was  he  alone  in  this,  for  the  messenger 

would  be  Dixie;  but  no  one  said  a  word.    It  was 

part  of  the  patience  of  these  rugged  sons  of  the 

desert  that  they  should  make  no  sign.    They  were 
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camped  in  a  grove  of  sycamores  beneath  the 
shelter  of  a  hill,  and  the  outfit  was  gathered  about 
the  fire,  when  she  rode  in  at  the  end  of  the  day. 
Each  man  of  them  regarded  her  silently  as  she 
carried  the  word  to  her  father;  and  then,  when 
he  nodded  his  satisfaction,  they  stirred  in  expec- 
tation of  her  greeting. 

"Howd-do,  boys?"  she  said,  vaulting  lightly  off 
her  horse  and  coming  nearer.  "  'Evening,  Mr. 
Mosby;  what's  the  chance  for  a  little  supper?" 

She  looked  them  all  over  casually  as  she  drew 
off  her  gloves  by  the  fire,  and  for  a  few  minutes 
the  conversation  was  confined  to  news.  Then  she 
went  back  to  het  saddle,  and  returned  with  a 
bundle  of  letters. 

"Well,  boys,"  she  remarked,  with  a  teasing 
smile,  "I'm  postmistress  this  trip,  so  line  up  here 
and  give  me  your  present  names— also  the  names 
you  went  by  back  in  Texas.  'James  Doyle  I' 
Why,  is  that  your  name.  Red?  Here's  one  for 
you,  too,  Uncle  Joe.  All  right  now,  here's  one 
from  Moroni-for  Charley  Clark  I  Aw,  Brig, 
are  you  still  writing  to  that  girl  down  on  the 
river?  Well,  isn't  that  provoking  1  And  here's 
a  whole  bunch  for  Hardy  Atkins.  Every  one 
from  a  girl,  too— I  can  tell  by  the  handwriting. 
No,  Mr.  Buchanan,  you  don't  draw  anything— 
not  under  that  name,  anyway.  But  here's  one  for 
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Sam  Houghton— maybe  that's  for  you?  No? 
Well,  who  is  it  for?  No,  we  can't  go  any  further 
until  I  deliver  this  Houghton  letter.  Who  is 
there  here  that  answers  to  the  name  of  Sam?" 

She  glanced  all  around,  a  roguish  twinkle  in 
her  eye,  but  no  one  claimed  that  honor. 

"Nothing  to  be  afraid  of,"  she  urged.  "It  was 
mailed  at  Chula  Vista,  and  written  by  a  girl. 
Pretty  handwriting,  too— something  like  mine.  I 
bet  there's  something  nice  inside  of  it— I  can  tell 
by  the  curly-cues  on  the  letters." 

Once  more  she  surveyed  her  circle  of  smirking 
admirers,  but  no  one  answered  the  call.  She 
looked  again,  and  her  eyes  fell  on  Mr.  Bowles. 

"Stranger,"  she  said,  speaking  with  well-simu- 
lated hesitation,  "I  didn't  quite  catch  your  name 
down  at  the  ranch— isn't  this  letter  for  you?" 

For  a  moment  Bowles'  heart  stopped  beating 
altogether  and  a  hundred  crazy  fancies  fogged 
his  brain;  then  he  shook  his  head,  and  gazed 
shamefacedly  away. 

"My  name  is  Bowles,"  he  said  stiffly;  "Samuel 
Bowles." 

"Well,  this  says  Samuel,"  reasoned  Dixie  Lee, 
advancing  to  show  him  the  letter.  "Here— take 
a  look  at  it  I" 

She  stepped  very  close  as  she  spoke,  and  as 
Bowles  glanced  at  her  he  saw  that  her  eyes  were 
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big  with  portent.  Then  he  scanned  the  letter,  and 
in  a  flash  he  recognized  her  handwriting — the 
same  that  he  had  seen  on  the  train.  A  strange 
impulse  to  possess  the  missive  swept  over  him 
at  this,  and  his  hand  leaped  out  to  seize  it ;  but  the 
look  in  her  eyes  detained  him.  They  were  big 
with  mystery,  but  he  sensed  also  a  shadow  of  de- 
ceit. And  while  she  might  merely  have  designs 
on  his  peace  of  mind,  there  were  other  possibil- 
ities involved.  To  be  sure,  his  name  had  been 
Houghton  on  his  railroad  ticket,  but  that  did  not 
prove  anything  now;  and,  besides,  he  did  not 
want  even  that  to  be  known.  Affairs  of  the  heart 
prosper  best  in  secret,  without  the  aid  of  med- 
dling or  officious  outsiders;  and  for  that  reason, 
if  for  no  other,  Bowles  desired  to  remain  incog. 
Even  with  a  false  clue,  Dixie  May  might  write  to 
New  York,  and  ultimately  reach  his  aunt,  thus 
cutting  short  his  romantic  adventures.  She  might 
even— but  he  skipped  the  rest  of  the  things  she 
might  do,  and  straightened  his  face  to  a  mask. 

"Ah,  thank  you,  no,"  he  said,  speaking  very 
formally.  "Not  for  me— though  the  handwriting 
does  seem  familiar." 

"Maybe  it's  money  from  home,"  she  sug- 
gested; but  still  he  refused  to  accept.  He  was  ig- 
norant of  the  ways  of  women,  but  his  instincts 
were  trained  to  a  hair-line,  and  he  read  mischief 
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ac«dc-or  was  ,t  the  witchery  of  her  presence? 
For  D«,e  May  stood  very  close  to  him,  closer 
than  was  necessary,  and  as  she  argued,  Half  in 
earnest,  she  fixed  him  with  her  eyes 

The  boys  by  the  fire,  who  had  been  looking  on 

ie„r"Tif'-    rT'  '"•^*^'"'y  «"'^*  «"d  impa- 
tient.    Their  httle  gan,e  of  post-office  had  been 

broken  up  m  the  middle,  and  this  stranger  was 
monopolizmg  the  postmistress. 

"But  the  postmaster  thought  it  was  for  you." 

"^Ta      ?'T  ^'''  "°^  '•PP»«""y  annoyed. 

He  described  you  down  to  your  hat-band;  and 

If  I  don  t  get  rid  of  this  letter  I'll  have  to  take  it 

clear  back  to  town.    Of  course " 

"Aw,  take  the  letter!"  broke  in  Hardy  Atkins, 
striding  over  from  his  place  and  fiercely  confront- 
mg  Bowles.  "What's  the  matter  with  you-ain't 
you  got  no  manners?  Well  then,  when  a  lady 
asks  you  to  take  a  letter,  take  it  I" 

He  reached  out  to  get  the  letter  and  force  it 
upon  him  forthwith,  but  Dixie  May  tossed  her 
head  and  jerked  the  missive  away. 

"Who  called  you  in  on  this,  Hardy  Atkins?" 
She  inquired,  turning  upon  him  haughtily  "It's 
a  wonder  you  wouldn't  go  off  somewhere  and 
read  those  pink  scented  billets-doux  I  gave  you  I 
reckon  this  man  knows  his  own  name  without  any 
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He  went,  his  lips  pouted  out  petulantly  and  a 
shifty,  look  in  his  eye,  and  once  more  the  fair 
postmistress  turned  upon  her  victim. 

"Now,  here,"  she  said,  lowering  her  voice  and 
speakmg  confidentially,  "I'm  not  trying  to  force 

-ru-  T".  T'  ''"'  ^'^'  8°'  =»  '^"ty  to  perform. 
Ihmk  of  the  poor  lady  that  wrote  this  letter," 
she  urged,  smiling  significantly;  "she  may  have 
something  important  to  tell  you.  And  don't  mind 
a  little  thing  like  an  alias-these  boys  have  all 
got  one.      Once  more  she  smiled,  holding  out  the 

(l-L^''^  *!'*'  ^°^^  ^^"'""■^'^  ''™  with  dark  and 
forbidding  glances;  but  Bowles  was  game  to  the 
end. 

"So   sorry,"   he   murmured,    bowing   deferen- 
.  w  n    *  '?/„"'""«=  '«  B°wles,  not  Houghton." 
Well,  well,"  said  Dixie  Lee.  looking  him  be- 
tween the  eyes;  "so  your  name  is  Bowles,  eh?    I 
certainly  hope  you'll  excuse  me,  stranger,  but  I 
sure  thought  your  name  was  Houghton!" 

So  saying,  she  turned  and  left  him;  and  after 
pondering  upon  the  matter  for  some  time  Bowles 
suddenly  felt  his  heart  go  sick,  for  she  had  ad- 
dressed  him  at  the  last  as  "Stranger  " 
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THE  ENGLISH  LORD 

A  REMARKABLE  series  of  accidents  hap- 
pened  to  Bat  Wing  Bowles  immediately 
after  his  discourtesy  to'  the  lady— accidents  which 
seemed  to  indicate  that  he  had  lost  his  horseshoe  as 
well  as  the  good-will  of  his  associates.    For  while 
Bowles  had  been  a  raw  hand  from  the  start  it 
had  early  been  remarked  that  horses  would  not 
pitch  with  him— but  now,  on  the  very  morning 
after  his  contretemps,  his  mount  took  a  fit  of 
bucking  which  all  but  landed  him  in  the  dirt.    A 
ttrm  of  years  in  a  military  academy,  as  well  as  a 
considerable  experience  in  riding  to  hounds,  had 
left  Bowles  a  little  vain  of  his  horsemanship;  but 
in  this  emergency  he  had  been  compelled  to  reach 
down  and  frankly  grab  the  horn.    Otherwise  he 
would  have  been  "piled"  before  he  could  recover 
from  the  surprise.     As   it   was,    he   was  badly 
jarred,  not  only  by  the  shock  of  the  buck-jumps 
but  also  by  the  caustic  comments  of  the  cowboys. 
"Oh,  mammal"  shouted  one.    "See  'im  choke 
that  horn  I" 

"Let  go  of  the  noodle,  Sam!"  advised  another; 
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and  then,  in  a  kind  of  chant,  they  recited  those 
classic  lines  that  are  supposed  to  drive  English- 
men mad: 

"Hit's  not  the  'unting  that  'urts  the  'orse's  'oofs; 
hit's  the  'ammer,  'ammer,  'ammer  on  the  'ard  'igh- 
way  I" 

Time  and  again  Bowles  had  explained  that  he 
was  not  English,  that  all  gentlemen  rose  to  the 
trot  in  the  East,  and  that  his  people  had  never 
dropped  an  "h"  in  their  lives.  Like  an  old  and 
groundless  scandal  that  lives  on  denial  alone,  the 
tradition  still  clung  to  him;  and  now,  as  some 
vagrant  fancy  turned  their  will  against  him,  they 
voiced  their  disapproval  in  this  ancient  gibe. 

"It's  Hinglish,  you  knowl"  they  shouted;  and 
once  more  Bowles  was  branded  as  an  alien.  And 
all  for  refusing  a  letter  and  speaking  saucily  to  a 
lady. 

As  for  the  lady,  she  stayed  at  a  ranch  over 
night  and  went  out  early  in  the  morning,  taking 
a  short-cut  through  the  nesters'  lanes  for  Chula 
Vista.  A  telegram  must  be  sent  to  the  receiving 
company  tliat  the  cattle  would  be  delivered  on  the 
twentieth,  the  cattle-cars  must  be  ordered  from 
the  railroad,  and  the  cattle  inspector  notified  of 
the  change;  for  the  grass  was  eaten  down  to  the 
rocks  at  Chula  Vista,  and  a  wait  at  the  pens  would 
be  fatal.  All  these  details  Henrj'  Lee  trusted  to 
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his  daughter  .„d,  forgetting  the  frivoloui  noth- 

fit  without  .topping  or  waving  her  hand.  Then 
.omebody  put  .omething  on  Bowie.'  hor.e  imd 
they  started  the  day  with  a  circu.. 

rirfL^rH'^  '^'7'  '""  °^  witement  and  rough 
riding,  followed,  and  then  the  gang  took  oitv  on 
J.e  poor  tenderfoot  and  left  hiiJ  to'tMnt  i^'^ve" 

?„  ^  7  ^J""  "°*  ^'"^"^ '"  'P'"*:  far  from  it, 
wouM  J'i,''""  «"«"y  Jonging  for  a  horseTha 
would  buck.  He  wa,  rapidly  becoming  .o  wise 
that  deception  wa,  no  longer  practicable.    When 

h  m  and  ry  to  paw  the  white  out  of  the  moon 
fullv  to"..:  1 1°°''  """„'''?  "««'"«  "*''"  "'"' 
find  a  yellow  .pot  on  the  flap  of  his  saddle- 
blanket,  a  tender  place  on  his  horse's  rump,  andt 
suspicious  odor  of  carbon  bisulphide  in  the  air 
he  ..  likely  to  .hy  away  from  unfriendly  hoi^ 

^r„„t  't.  ^'  "'^"  ^'"^  °^  "high-Hfing"  a 
bronk.  Those  were  eventful  days  for  Samuel 
Bowles,  and  he  found  himself  learning  fast,  vhen 
Henry  Lee  suddenly  called  him  aside  and  toS 
nim  to  go  with  Brigham. 

Brigham  was  taking  a  bunch  of  dogie.  back  to 
^e  home  ranch  and  he  needed  a  man  to  help 
him-al.o  the  boss  was  getting  a  little  tired  of 
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theie  sudden  accidenti  to  Bowles.  He  was  not 
conducting  a  circus  or  a  Wild  West  Show  but  a  se- 
nous  and  precarious  business,  and  a  touch  of 
"high-life"  at  the  wrong  time  might  stampede  his 
whole  herd  of  cattle.  So  he  told  the  tenderfoot 
to  go  on  the  drive  with  Brigham. 

There  is  a  good  deal  left  unsaid  in  a  cow 
camp— so  much,  in  fact,  that  a  stranger  never 
knows  what  is  going  on;  and  Brigham  had  been 
as  silent  as  the  rest  while  Bowles  was  taking  his 
medicine.  Even  on  the  drive  he  was  strangely 
quiet,  chewing  away  soberly  at  his  tobacco  and 
looking  out  from  under  his  hat  with  squinting 
and  cynical  eyes.  They  were  friends  now,  as  far 
as  a  tenderfoot  can  expect  to  have  a  friend,  but 
Brigham  said  nothing  about  stringing  the  cattle, 
and  asked  no  questions  about  gay  New  York— he 
had  something  on  his  mind.  And  when  the  time 
came  he  spoke  it  out. 

"Say,  stranger,"  he  said,  still  calling  him  by 
that  cold  name  which  marked  him  as  a  man  apart, 
"did  you  see  Dixie  Lee  back  in  New  York  last 
winter?" 

It  was  a  bolt  out  of  the  blue  sky;  but  Bowles 
was  trained  to  evasions— he  had  lived  in  polite 
society  and  tried  to  keep  friends  with  Truth. 

"Miss  Lee?"  he  repeated  in  tones  of  wonder- 
ment. 
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J„'w?'  *"«•".  ""swered    Brigham;    "she  was 
back  there  all  winter." 

"So  I  hear,"  observed  Bowles;  "but  there  were 
about  four  „,illio„  other  people  there  too   BrS 
soj^ cant  say  for  sure.    Why?    What  made  JSi 

"Oh-nothin-,"  mumbled  Brig,  playing  ^ith 
the  rowel  on  his  spur  as  he  watehJd  the  ca^ k 

you  the  other  day,  you'd  mebbe  met  before 
Some  of  the  boys  said  they  reckoned  you  knowed 
her  back  there-she  talked  so  kinder  frLdl^e  " 

but  hi  h  r"^  *""'  ^"'"'^  '''  '^°''  ^'"i  words, 
but  he  hastened  to  cover  up  his  tracks.    Once  le 

£>'.  rr  '^''  ^!  ^'"^  ^"""^^'J  her  from  the 
East,  and  there  would  be  a  dramatic  end  to  all  hi! 
hopes  and  dreams. 

.  ."^'!'  *<=".  y°"'  Brig."  he  said,  speaking  con- 
fident.au  ..j  jid  „,eet  Miss  Lee  down  aJ'chula 
Vista  the  mommg  she  came  home,  and  that  prob- 

th  [  fr  *T^  ^M'f"  ^"*'  '^y-  "°w-5.out 

that  letter.     She  didn't  even  know  my  name- 

nZ:'^Vi^"'^\'^'  ^^  "  *'"g  '««=  ^hat?  My 
name  isnt  Houghton,  and  she  knew  I  couldn't 
take  the  letter.  It's  against  the  law  I  What  was 
she  trymg  to  do-play  a  joke  on  me  ?" 

n„Sl""K'  '?■'  ?'"  "  ^°y''^  """^  pleading  as 

possible;  but  it  takes  a  good  actor  to  deceive  the 
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simple-hearted,  and  Brigham  only  looked  at  him 
curiously. 

"What  did  you  say  yore  name  was?"  he  in- 
quired at  last;  and  when  Bowles  toid  him  he 
chewed  upon  it  ruminatively.  "Some  of  the  boys 
thought  mebbe  you  was  an  English  lord,  or  some- 
thm,  he  observed,  glancing  up  quickly  to  see 
how  Mr.  Bowles  would  take  it.  "Course  I 
knowed  you  wasn't,"  he  admitted  as  Bowles 
wound  up  his  protest;  "but  you  certainly  ain't  no 
puncher." 

Bowles  could  read  the  jealousy  and  distrust  in 
his  voice,  and  he  saw  it  was  time  to  speak  up. 

"Say,  Brig,"  he  said,  trying  as  far  as  possible  to 
speak  in  the  new  vernacular,  "I've  always  been 
friendly  to  you,  haven't  I?  I  know  I've  tried  to 
be,  and  I  want  to  keep  your  friendship.  Now,  I 
don  t  care  what  Hardy  Atkins  and  his  gang  think, 
because  they're  nothing  to  me  anyway,  but  I  want 
you  to  know  that  I  am  on  the  square.  Of  course, 
I  m  under  an  assumed  name,  and  I  guess  you've 
noticed  I  don't  get  any  letters;  but  that's  no  crime, 
is  It? 

There  was  a  genuine  ring  to  his  appeal  now, 
and  Brigham  was  quick  to  answer  it. 

"Aw,  that's  all  right,  pardner,"  he  said.  "I 
dont  care  what  you  did.  Kinder  hidin'  out 
myself." 
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ested  Bowles  "A  man's  got  to  have  a  friend 
somewhere,  and  I  know  you  won't  give  me  away. 
1  didn  t  commit  any  crime-it  isn't  the  sheriff  I'm 
afraid  of-but  there  must  have  been  somebody 
down  m  Chula  Vista  that  was  following  me,  b- 
cause  I  came  away  from  New  York  on  a  ticke't 
that  was  signed  Sam  Houghton.  That  isn't  my 
name,  you  understand-but  I  signed  it  for  a  blind. 

Ii7l  ffV  '  *:''"  '*  Albuquerque  and  came 
quietly  off  down  here.  But  it  looks  as  if  some- 
body IS  searching  for  me." 

"Umml"  murmured  Brigham,  nodding  his 
head  and  squinting  wisely.  "I  got  into  a  little 
racket  down  on  the  river  one  time,  and  the  sheriff 
was  lookin  fer  me.  Made  no  difference-the  fel- 
er  got  well  anyhqw-but  you  bet  I  was  ridin' 
light  fer  a  while. 

"/'ll  tell  you  what  we'll  do!"  he  cried,  carried 
a,way  by  some  sudden  enthusiasm.  "I'm  gittin' 
tired  of  this  Teehanno  outfit-let's  call  fer  our 

wu^  '"^,'"'  *•"=  *"'"  Was  you  ever  up  in  the 
White  Mountains?  Well,  pardner,  we'll  head 
1  jf"^  *  ***  prettiest  country  in  God's 
world  I  Deer  and  bear  and  wild  turkeys  every- 
where-and  fish!  Say,  them  cricks  is  so  full  of 
trout  they  ain't  hardly  room  fer  the  water  The 
Apaches  never  eat  'em— nor  turkeys  neither,  fer 
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Are  there  many  bears  up  there?"  he  inquired 
as  y  wavering  upon  a  decision.  ^      ^' 

"And  the  Indians?" 

"Well,"  admitted  Bricham    "„f  - 

biei"  '  "°"'  "*''«  us  no  trou- 

"But  let',  f-Z '\'' '°""^'^ ^^'  »  l'°°kl" 
But  lets  finish  the  round-up  first."  suggested 
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Bowles.  "And,  besides,  I  want  to  find  out  who  it 
IS  that's  searching  for  me.  I  guess  I  didn't  tell 
you  what  I'm  hiding  for?" 

"No,"  shrugged  Brigham;  "that's  all  right. 
Then  if  anybody  should  ask  me,  I'll  tell  'em  I 
don't  know  nothin'." 

"Well,  I'm  going  to  tell  you,  anyhow  I"  cried 
Bowles  impulsively.  "I've  got  an  aunt  back  East, 
and  she's  an  awfully  nice  woman— does  every- 
thing  for  me-but  I  have  to  do  what  she  says. 
She  does-  't  make  me  do  it,  you  know— she  just 
expects  me  to  do  it  I  Maybe  you  never  had  any 
one  like  that  ?  Well,'  I've  always  tried  to  do  what 
she  liked— she's  my  father's  sister,  you  know- 
but  this  spring  I  just  had  to  run  away." 

"Too  much  fer  you,  eh?"  commented  Brig- 
ham,  grinning. 

"No,  it  wasn't  that  so  much,  but  she-she  told 
me  I  ought  to  get  married  I" 

"Well,  what's  the  matter?"  inquired  Brigham, 
his  grin  wreathing  back  to  his  ears.  "What's  the 
matter  with  that?" 

Bowles  blushed  and  blinked  with  embarrass- 
ment. 

_  "Well,  the  fact  is,  Brigham,"  he  said,  "she 
picked  out  the  girl  herself  I" 

"Not  Never  asked  you,  nor  nothin'?  What 
did  the  girl  say?" 
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these  feJIers  are  dw  rrhr'-'-^?"  '"'°'^'  """l 
the  way  Mo™:„f  j;^'^^^" , "  ^  '"Jf^^^ 

breaking  into  Hwea.  'K\,?r^"'  "- 
no  I  You  don't  under  tandhn^  f-  ''°"'"  "''"'• 
'■"  New  York,  bZ    SI      *'""^'  "'  «1°"« 

''now,  it  was\-us;'„„d';t  §r^7Turjr 

even  tell  me  whom  «h<.  l,,^  ■       •    .  '^    ""*  °'^'^*^ 

n^e  I  ought  To  T  mar  •/T*^-''''«'J"*tt°ld 

Christabefs  societ     Bu"'l'  T'  '•""  ""=  '"'<' 
from  the  first  dav-«n^       I  ^V"  "~^  ''""^  ''t 

bel's  feelings  I  KIT    "■  ^'"  '""^  ^'"•'«''- 

"WeH    f,,,\^  **  P"^''*'^  "P  and  ran  away  I" 

WeJl,  111  be  durnedl"  observed  Urdu 

gazmg  upon  him  with  wonder     S^.i^'T' 

you  was  tryin-  to  git  Dix  I"  ^^  "'""K''* 
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CHAPTER  XV 

BURYING  THE  HATCHET 

T°«.t?  5"d-riding  cowboy  of  the  plains,  the 
1  subtleties  of  emotion  and  romance  are  a 
closed  book-just  as  the  hand  that  whirls  the 
rope  .s  too  crabbed  to  play  the  violin.  Some  o 
us  m  th.s  world  :„ust  do  the  heavy  work.  Some 
hands  must  be  knotted,  some  backs  bent  withTa! 

and  the  hard  realities  of  life;  but  in  return  the 
laborers  gain  the  strength  of  the  wind-tossed  oak 
and  the  patience  of  the  ages.  There  are  others 
whose  lot  It  IS  to  write  the  poetry  and  pain  the 
pictures  and  reach  out  into  the  gr7at  unkn'o^  o 
a  thousand  haunting  chords  and  harmonies;  but 

makes    her'  '  ''T'    T""'"'  ^^^  sensitiv^nes 
r„r  **^"'  ""<=1"»1  to  t»»e  stress  of  life;  their 
shsnder  hands  cannot  perform  hard  labo;,  and 
their  hearts    cannot   endure   the  monotonC  and 

cfn  ttrr-^ '-'-'-'  '''^  '^-^'^-^^ 

The  time  may  come  when  the  tasks  and  re- 
wards  will   be  divided   again   and   each   of  us 
[172] 
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m,„^'*''n /,r"  '•'"''  »'•"*•  ''«  ""til  that  dav 
TJ'Ji  'V"'°  ''"""-and  neither  will  under^ 
stand  the  other.  Samuel  Bowles  had  lived Th, 
protected  life,  but  Brighan,  had  buffeted  hi  Vay 
At  the  story  of  the  Lady  Christabel  he  stood 
agape,  marveling  at  the  man  who  could  perceive 
such  subtle  advances,  wondering  at  the  natl 
that  would  flee  for  such  a  causeT  but  n  the  e„d 

^^::2K^?^-;Si^-^^ 

a  gal  over  on  the  r  ver— dnnV  »,,!,         !■•«      ' 
n;v      eu  "*'  '"*  way  I  am  w  th 

lojjcs  are  all  Mormons,  of  course    anrl  .„ 
■Will  they  punish  you  for  running  away?" 
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haveto  come  in  ag'in.    Mebbc  jist  about  the  time 

JeTmo  so^  '\''  '• '"'"°"  "•'  '"  ■  -i-o„  -fwo 
to  thl  rh  T  °"'^  """*'"y  *'^  ''""8  in  converts 
to  d.e  church-an-  who',  gob'  to  take%are  of  my 

"T^thh.^/rmu    .^r'"     »yn,pathetically. 

mat  w  bad  I    Why  don't  you  get  marrleH  ,nA 

live  somewhere  else,  then?"  ^  ""'^ 

"That's  jest  it,"  frowned  Brigham      "Gal's  . 

Mo^on  too.  and  she  won't  coL" So  t^ere  J 

in  lifetce."'  ^°"''"  '"''  ^'''y  '"'^^  «  W  tin.e 

ha  J'^'/J- ""  J'^^"*"  ''"•"  volunteered  Brig- 

whT;e^the'"^  i't  ''"'^  ''"''  *°^"d  the  piafe 
wftere  they  had  been  camped,  and  after  fhj*  i, 

»4uinrea  eyes,  and  he  strung  out  the  cai+I,.  «.-», 
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the  library  consisted  of  th  -.  book_a  boot  .our 
and  saddle  catalogue.  "Lir  McLean."  Ind  Z 
JSS.C  of  the  cow  camps,  "Three  Weeks."  When 
the  entire  outfit  was  at  "the  horre,"  Happy  jS 

Three  Weeks"  to  his  friends,  he  being  the  scholar 

"r ain't  T?" '    a'^  7  *u"  '  P'"'"  «"°"8»»  for 
So  tha't  fwas.^"'  '''  ""'''  ^"""^  «--"y 

Bo2«  !''\"'r°'^  °^  "'PPy  J*^''  «i"  in  mind. 

^^cktlnu'^l    '".A™""  '"'^  ••"'^  Owen 
vvister  s    Lm  McLean"  instead,  finding  there  a 

enderfoot  on  another  range  who  was  wor  reven 

than    himself.      As    things   were    coming   now 

an7m:re"T'  T"'"!'^  '"''""'^  '•"-'""-t 

had  Wa-ha-lote  m  h.s  strmg  as  a  tribute  to  hi. 
«kiK  .'  a  fence  jumper.  He  had  also  satout  a 
buckmg  fit  or  two  when  the  boys  put  high-life  ol 
h.s  horse;  and,  taken  all  in  all.  he  wafno    tS^ 

z:y"^u  *; *^ °""'*' •'^ ^^ means,  a,: 

branding  hand,  also,  he  was  able  to  do  his  share' 

catti  :Tw  T'  i  *!"=  ™'^™^"*'  °'  handli.  g 
S„  iL  •  ^''''Y  P«>ed  off  and  tanned 
agam,  leaving  h.m  with  a  complexion  in  no  wise 
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fence  mender  wer  "out  II"^'     ""'i  """  »"''  '^' 
was    reaS    <'^°    w-    '"■  '°"'"^*'  ""'*  Bowles 

horse  trotted  into  the  y!rd.    pTesentlv  hrJ"  a 
The  ,„Mr»oti  of  .  lifMim.  prompted  Bowie,  a 

with  a  shadow  of  disapproval     Shel,.    i    • 

and  D«,e  had  seemed  a  little  unkind.    So  he  S 
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there  with  the  book  before  him.  and  waited  for 
her  to  .peak     It  was  the  first  time  they  haS  been 
alone  together  since  he  had  left  her  at  Chula 
VMta,  and  it  was  not  his  part  to  make  advan 
after  what  she  had  told  him  then. 

As  for  Dixie,  she  seemed  suddenly  embarrassed 
and  .1  at  ease,  though  she  carried  it  off  i  th  her 
usual  frontier  recklessness. 

dow^^^lVe'^el'-wf'  '}'  '''''   ''"P"'"^- 
"I  cam.  f    ^li         ^"'^ ''  y°"  "">«  from  ?•• 
.»      ?D     .  "^  ""  "PP"  '^«"  with  Brig  "  an- 
swered Bowles,  speaking  for  his  part  with  decJI 
ous^l^phtenes..     "Wc  brought  down  ,  bunch  o^ 

A  smile  swept  over  Dixie  Lee's  face  at  thi- 

"Bunch  of  twos,   eh?"  she  repeated     "Sav 
you  re  gettmg  to  be  a  regular  cowLy  now.  aiS 

thatZ"''"  ^K"  ^  •"""'"''•  ^'>«"  »h«  saw 
that  her  remark  displeased  him;  and  once  morT 
he  answered  and  fell  silent. 

"He's  a  great  fellow,  old  Brijr "  sh.  xr-n* 
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Di"'''a'.r"  ?l'r  *°  '*"  ''*°"">"  continued 
uixie  always  talking  and  laughing  too-I 
never  d.d  see  such  a  good-natured  S„  "  ' 

.„,«.  t'  .  "'T*^  ^"""'^  =»  !'«'«  doubtfully  "I 

Ck     '  r^""''  g°°d.natured-but  ev  n  fa 
folks  have  the.r  troubles,  you  know."  ^"' 

Why,  what's  the  matter  with  Briir?    H,.  i. 
run  out  of  chewing  tobacco?"  ^      ""  ''•= 

"Well,  no,"  said  Bowles-  "it',  n^i-  »i.  .      r 
guess  it's  ,*at  letter  you  gave'hi:."""'*'"-     ' 

"Wha'tfrl  h"'^-'i\"'^r..^'"'''      incredulously. 
What,  from  h.s  g.rl?    Oh,  he'll  be  all  right  in  a 
day  or  so— who  ever  heard  nf  ,  ,      u  . 

other  dav?    T  f.!"!  u°"'  ^  '^'""'^  y^"  the 

omcr  aayi-    I  had  something  mighty  soecial  fo 

«>n,mun,cate  to  you  in  that,  but  yS  never  'ej 
•t  now  I  hope  the  boys  did  something  To  you'r 
Yes,  answered  Bowles  serenely;  "they  hazed 
me  for  a  day  or  two.  You  seem  to  have  a  great 
many  admirers  out  here,  Miss  Lee  "  ^ 

Dixie  May's  eyes  flashed  at  the  evident  imnK 
cation,  and  she  had  a  retort  on  her  1  p  '  S  omt' 
thing  in  his  manner  restrained  her 

,h.  y'"^  '^".^  ''''P  '*  'f  *'"=  boys  get  foolish?" 

et  your  Eastern  ideas  deceive  you-it's  the  r„c 
torn  of  the  country  out  here."     ^        '"  "'*'  *="*" 
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"Yes,   indeed,"  purled  Bowles;   "and  a  verv 

frc5:rvi.s;.-.  *-  -  -  -  s 

"Yes,  I  have  I"  snapped  Dixie.    "But  you  don't 

;;Why,  certainly,"  assented  Bowles. 

Well,  then,  what  do  you  want  to  get  so  su 

perc. hous  for?"  raged  Dixie.     "I  don't  ZZ 

there  s  something  about  the  way  you  talk  th« 

fa,rly  njaddens  n,e  I    I've  a  goodUnd  to   ellThe 

boys  who  you  are,  and  have  them  run  you  out  of 

wrUToS    ^"^'^"^•^yo-akethLirJ 

She  was  angry  now,  and  her  voice  was  Ditcher! 

h-g^^for  a  scolding,  but  Bowles  showrd  nS'^ns 

uelll!  'l?'  ri  '^™*'  ^"  addressed  to  Sam- 
uel^ Houghton,"  he  said;  "and  that  is  not  Ty 

DiZ'""B:tles?"'°"''  """=•  ''™'"  *^^«'-'^'='l 

was  a  pamed  look  m  his  eyes-what  if  his  beloved 

should  turn  out  to  be  a  scold  ?  "ciovea 

"Why  do  you  ask?"  he  inquired;  and  so  gently 

Well,    she  said,  "I  g„ess  it  isn't  any  of  my 
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business,  is  it?    I  don't  know  what  I'm  doing 
here,  anyway.     If    there's    any   one    thing  thaf 
makes  Mother  furious,  it's  to  see  ^Th      • 
around  the  bunk-house.    She  thinks  I— ••'"''"« 

Bott's:5rp?otr'^'°°''°"''"^''-'''- 

she  ported"'  "^^  '°  ""  ^''''''"  '  «"  -  -^?" 

deci?r"ed  Wl'""'""^'  !  """"  y°"'  M'"  Lee," 
declared  Bowles  earnestly.    "But  I'm  not  on  mv 

own  ground  now,  and-well,  I  don't  wish  to  take 
advantage  of  your  hospitality  " 

IiklTh°ail  '  y1  ^''''^  ""''i!  «''"*''=  '™"y'  """thing 
hke  that!    You  want  to  be  careful  how  you  treat 

hese  Arizona  g.rls--they're  liable  to  misunder- 
stand  your  motives !" 

Bowles'  eyes  lighted  up  with  a  merry  twinkle 
but  he  preserved  his  poker  face 

the??'  -1  5°^'  "*?""  ^'  "''^'  ""'J  t''^"  both  of 
them  smiled  very  knowingly. 

c.  "^j'n""""  ^.  '^'"'"'^  *°  8^*  y°«'  name,"  ob- 

J"rt  again  was  m  case  you  got  hurt  or  killed. 
Who  am  I  going  to  write  to  in  case  you  go  out 
hke  Dunbar?  Houghton?  Bowles?  Or  who-aU ? 
You  know  I  feel  kind  of  responsible  for  you,  con- 
sidering the  way  you  got  out  here,  and " 
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"Oh,  don't  think  of  that  I"  ornf,..*.^  d     i 
coming  over  and  sitting  nZh»      'uLjT"' 
the  boy,  ,in  take  care  of  .e.  and  if    g  t'kliler 

Well,  don't  get  killed,"  urged  Dixie  kindlv 

l»>  there  betn  a„,  one  1™  ri,T  .,'  *  °!  "'""•• 
for  S™„.I  HouX* •  "'  '"'"""« 

any  one  searching  for  me  I'd--'-        ^"'  """' 

Dixi^'C^^^^Jf^fj"  "•"  r^'"  explained 
you  don't  ;„t  .h  ';t  S;,''^  ;«  f  P-but 
that  letter  I  wrote  you  1"  '^    °*  '"'^'"8 

call^ttentlon  t'^'h^  lr'n'a::'-£^Tf  "'^ 
get  me  into  difficulties."  ''  ^'''''y  *° 
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nave  a  chance      IV.  .1        "  "^"w.  and  let  me 

fe  woWd,  ^ou  liow-fcet"had"  "V™™ 
Just  let  me  fight  m^  wav  JnA  T  •  J  t-  '^  "  ''''»''«• 
I  know  I'm  nVand'El  ei:  3  "jr  ''  T' 
come  hard  for  me;  but  give  IT.h  ^'"^'  *'*'* 
and  maybe  I'll  win  out  V  j  f^^""  *°  ""X 
Lee,  how  mu  h  UreasureTh"  ''°"  *  ^"°'^'  ^'" 
n,e-whe„  we  wlr^Sg^'^^troTrr"^' 

West,  than^„;t!'  rjaT Ll  "^  'rr^'''  "l^''^ 
seem  so  barren,  some  wayfthev  seem  ^r.  "^^ 
a  matter  of  course     Anllu,,^  *°  ^''^^  '*  »« 

-^except  Brigharn  I  J  V  "*"''  '"^'»y  '^m 
now."  ^  ^'^"''t  get  many  stories 

He^wTn't  thrs'ami'"  ^^I  ''''  ''™  ™-«'y- 
her  on  the  tr^'  A  mZhT  °.  ''^^/"-'^d  -'h 
-th  him.  But  thtrwt  sti?i  The  b'  •'^^"" 
cence  that  she  liked.  ''°'"'''*  •""°- 
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about  l"  '"low-the  one  you  were  telling 

Ml2-.ZiJl!Z"  Z""'"'  °"  ^"^  Black 
time "  "^-tnea,  too.     I  remember  one 

and  b  i„,i„,  back  the  ai'oT^aVc  \ra;t 
fought.    He  questioned  her  eagerly  still  tL^ 
7  her  with  his  boyish,  admiring    y^i  £ 
tiSw  *"'"  'T'"-    ^""^  *""   whiJh  was  ge 

floatmg  down,  and  Dixie  Jumped  up  f;!"! 

seem?;-!?""/'"  '^'  ^"''"■'"ed-  "There's  Maw- 
seems  like  I  never  get  any  neace!  R,.* 
this  old  bear  with  the  ;„!  ^^'f '  2"*'  anyway, 
R:ii'.  „  "^''r  witn  the  trap  on  his  foot  p  eked  ud 
B.n  s  gun  and  threw  the  chamber  open'  then  Z 
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looked  up  into  the  tree  whi^r,.  Rii 

and   crooked   hi,   fingeV^^k;  fh  lr".''f «'"« 

Or  that  wa,  what  Bill  ,a?d  8^  ,/  r"  '"'"•^' 
be  running-come  ud  tn  *h  u  ^'  ^  ^*  ^ot  to 
let  me  telf7ouThe^;    otit  ""Sh'^if''^  ""'^ 

good-byl"  *,  °"«  ^'*''  y""'     All  rlghtl 

"t%^;d:\;!rB;fetd%°-"'"'''°"'^ 

'vorld  so  fair.  ^'^ '"'  '^^  *°  «"<!  the 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

THE  STRAW-BOSS 

we  pay  at  a  Utc7S7^:Z'':;;,l  ''^7  '"  «'«' 
any  one  who  ever  took  a  Sd  to^K  •  °'  ?"•""' 
better,  but  there  ^J^*^         V^^  "'°"  '^ows 

round-up,  the  news  of  h.?      1/'*."™''^  *°  *he 

ehe  grSultS;"  f  l^'J^r  M-f  ide  in 
tablespoonful  poured  on   ,  '^u-'"'-'^°«'-    ^ 

down  a  dog  hole  wHl  »,nh  '  .'°''f 'P  '"d  rolled 

make  the  man  think  ^^^1.  k  T'"  *  ''°"*  ^ill 
saddle,  and  "h  t  waJ  what  .""  /'"*  "  P'^''- 
When  he  became  t?o  warj  forTltr  f^ '"^ 
sorted  to  other  ,«.,  f^.  "*  """'e,  they  re- 

the  bronco-tlter  S  a  "loaS"?'^  '"^  '^^^''^'^'^ 
hand.  '  ^°^^^^  syringe  in  his 
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"Now,  that  will  do,  Mr.  Atkinj,"  he  obterved 
with  tome  aiperity.  "It't  all  right  for  you  boyi 
to  haze  me  a  little,  but  my  horses  are  getting 
spoiled  and  I'll  have  to  ask  you  to  stop." 

"Oho  I"  shouted  Bar  Seven  and  the  stray  men, 
who  had  sweethearts  in  other  parts  and  dearly 
loved  excitement.  "He  caught  you  at  it,  Hardy  I 
Now  what  you  goin*  to  do?" 

"I  ain't  goin'  to  do  nothin',"  declared  Hardy 
Atkms,  carefully  .stowing   his   squirt-gun  away. 
Wo  Hmglishman  looks  bad  to  me,  and  I'll  high- 
life  him  whenever  I  like  I" 

"You  will  not  I"  said  Henry  Lee,  coming  up  as 
he  heard  the  words.  "I've  had  enough  of  this 
foolishness,  and  I  want  you  to  quit  right  now. 
First  thing  you  know  that  hawse  will  pitch  into 
the  herd  and  we'll  have  a  stampede  on  our  hands. 
Now,  come  ahead  and  clean  out  this  pasture,  we'll 
start  the  drive  for  town." 

They  rounded  up  the  pastures  then,  one  after 
the  other,  and  soon  the  great  herd  of  dogies  was 
strung  out  on  the  road.  At  regular  distances 
along  the  flanks  the  swing  men  plodded  along;  to- 
ward  the  front  the  two  point  men  directed  the 
head  of  the  herd;  and,  behind,  the  remainder  of 
the  men  brought  up  the  drag.  They  traveled 
slowly,  sometimes  swinging  out  into  the  hills  and 
letting  the  cattle  feed,  and  as  they  drifted  along 
[i86] 
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over  the  rock-patche.  the  clack,  dark,  clack  of 
JP  ay-toed  hoof,  made  a  „oi.e  lik.  rain  on  the 

wouM  h  u  r^*  l*""'  •*"''''°"'  two.year.old 
7  A  '!^  '™'"  *•>«  »»"  of  the  herd,  lome 
fre.h-bra„ded  calf  fall  by  the  wayide,  to  beTf! 
for  another  drive;  but  the  day  of  Jhe  .Uer  i,  p. 
on  the  lower  range,  of  the  great  Southwe.t,  and 
feeder,  are  ea.ier  to  handle.    So  they  dragged  on 

to"tt'„,°-"  'r  ^'f'^f' '"'  '^"^  «"<»  hSo„": 

to  the  plains  for  the  night,  and  many  a  ne.ter'. 

he  strays.  Then  at  the  end  of  the  third  day, 
Acy  came  w.thm  sight  of  Chula  Vista  and  Henn! 
Lee  rode  on  ahead.  '' 

town"vjfl  *"  "''^  "  ^'^"""^  ^''  ''°"«  toward 
town,    1 11  leave  you  m  charge  of  the  herd.    Put 

them  mto  the  pens  for  the  night,  and  hold  the 

remuda  out  on  the  flats.    I'll  be  down  ns  soon  a! 

1  find  my  men.    And,  remember,  no  drinking  1" 

.n  t  °,  «  ''"'y  '""■'^  "  his  straw-bos,  as  he 
spoke,  and  Hardy  Atkins  answered  him  dutifully 
but  when  the  boss  was  gone  he  turned  and 
wmked  at  his  partners. 

A  -T^M^'f  T  """^^  ^y^'"  he  said.  "No 
drmkm'I  You  know  the  rule-you  cain't  drink 
wh.sky  and  work  fer  Henry  Lee  1  Umph-umml 
But  I  hope  to  Gawd  some  of  them  town  boys 
come  out  with  a  bottle  1" 
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marked,  and  went  ipurring  up  to  the  front. 
R..i  ""'"  "?  ^)'  *'""  y«'"  o^'wrved  Buck 
witi  tr-H  "  '?'J°"^''  PWIo.ophic.lly  .long 
with  the  drag,  "that  I  couldn't  git  .nother  job 
jomewhere.    When  I've  got  money  comh,'  to  me 
I  want  to  spend  it,  by  Joe  I"  ' 

.inS''"  "^"i,  ?'PPy  J"''-  ''''°  '••d  been 
•rngmg  ,ong.  all  day.  "Wh.t'.  the  u.e  of 
workm',  .nyway?"  " 

"That's  me  I"  chimed  in  Poker  Bill.     "Let', 
quit  and  draw  our  pay  I" 

"Put  these  cows  in  the  pen  nrst,"  said  Tack 
.napping  h.s  fingers  and  waltzing  .irily  i„  hi; 

"Whoopee  tee.  yi,  yo,  git  Jong,  little  dogies, 
Itt  all  yore  misfortune  and  none  of  my  own 
Whoopee  tee,  yi,  yo,  git  along,  little  dogies, 
t-»u»e  you  know  my  whistle  is  dry  as  a  bone." 

It  was  a  new  experience  to  Bowles,  this  riding 
into  a  cow  town,  and  he  viewed  with  wide-eyed 
alarm  the  evidences  of  dissolution  and  revolt. 
Even  Brigham  was  licking  his  lips  and  gazing  at 
he  town;  and  when  the  first  bottle  can  j  out  he 
took  a  long  drink  with  the  rest.  Bowles  excused 
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o^  X  /"tT  °'^  ""'  '"''"'  ""^  whooped  them 
on  ahead.    There  was  a  jam  at  the  gates,  a  break 
or  two    and  then  the  first  timid  dogil  steDDed 
fearfully  into  the  enclosure.    The  smell  of  l,. 
.n  the  troughs  lured  him  on.  ttrrTsff:  .^S' 

tTi?cdtn^:^:hn:ig'"^"- 

he.r  horses  to  be  first  at  the  waiting  chuck  wljon 

J^cJe^d^f  "'  '''  ?""  Gloomy' Gushld'^n: 
packed  h,s  ovens  and  set  up  his  fire  irons,  and 
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wi.h  r  ^     "  ''°"  ""''•  ««  yo"?"  repeated  Gus 
w.th  heavy  scorn.     "Well,  then,  why'^dtt  y^u 
«nd  some  one  out  to  relieve  thet  hawse  wrangler^ 
Hell  be  turnin'  the  remuda  loose  pretty  foon 
from  the  way  he's  been  makin'  signs."       '^  ' 

"Hey\uerl   t?'"   ''"^''^'^   ""^    "^"-b-- 
night?"  """"''  '^'^  ^"»  g""d  to- 

Nobody  spoke. 

"Somebody's  got  to  stand  guard,"  he  obs-rv,H 
run„.„g  his  eyes  over  the  crowd.  ^Tirsfgrrdt 
the  best-eight  to  half-past  ten  Bm?  ?•  ? 
Hank?    Well,  I'll  make  it  Jim  and  Hank  ^ 

want  to  find  you  downtown  I" 

Aw-haw-hawl"  roared  the  crowd     Th,* 

"Well,  who's  goin'  to  relieve  us?"  inquired 
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Hank  plaintively.     "Last  time  we  was  down  I 
had  to  stand  guard  all  night  I" 

The  bronco-twister  ran  his  eyes  over  the  crowd 
agam  as  ,f  searching  for  some  one. 

eve„r?-"hV!i''  ^'''r.'Y  "^"^'''^  »  ^"-^  'hi* 
evenin  (     he  demanded  facetiously.     "He's  th^ 

H?nlh  T'"'  ^";!-^-d  and'reliableland 
Hmghsh,  too.  Hmglish,  I'll  ask  you  and  yore 
Mormon  friend   Mr.  Clark,  to  kindly  standX 

Buck  fo'urth      r  "V"'  ^'"  ''•'^•^'  -^  J-''  -d 

guard."  "°^'  '"'^  ^  '••"•'*  "''"'J 

"Oh    thunder  I"  grumbled  Brig,  as  he  threw 

c^r  h  rv: ''"  ''^''-  "^  ^'^^^^'^^  •'»"  wo-id 

night.  Lets  take  a  little  flier  ourselves"  he 
urged  as  Bowles  lay  down  beside  him.  "We  can 
git  back  in  time!"  vve  can 

ove^r^BnVr'^'^'V'"!'  °^  ""P^nsibility  had  come 
over  Bowles  as  he  observed  how  the  crowd  faded 
away,  and  he  held  Brigham  to  his  post.  At  ten- 
thirty,  m  response  to  a  hurried  summons,  they 

ot  '/T"  "'"''"'  ^°'  ^'»™'''  »"d  rode  oul 
to  stand  their  guard. 

The  stars  wheeled  round  in  their  courses  and 

sank  down  m  the  west;  the  horses  shifted  about 

on  the  barren  plain  and  made  their  customary  ef- 

forts  to  escape;  and  when  the  first  cold  light  of 
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dawn  crept  in,  it  showed  "Hinelish"  a„^  u-  a^ 
-on    nend  still  standing  the'tnel.  %?"  ^°'- 

JtZ7S  r  'i':f  %-^^-"'- 'n«  virtue 

with  his  buTer  atXShtli';  "™  "'^'"^  °"* 
their  post.    He  did  „lf  ^'^overed  them  at 

the  saL; Tut  th«e  is?5T  '"'^  ^°^'"  '^''^ 
At  last  Bowles  had  iuTrifi  a  .•*"'""  '"  '''«  "'■«•• 
stay«l  with  "^  rtheln'd'  ^^^''^  '^'^ 

andmutLulZXr^fr^^^^^^^ 

pis  s'  ir  ^'^^n-'  ^'-"  o'^H^: 

brands  ZZrhZw^aJT  '"'^  ''''' 
them  on  or  cut  them  bet  xlf  asT  """' 
and    re-cutting    was    finished    S^'cat^"'"* 

r^daTwtett  or  -r  ^  '-"-^^  - 

returned  aXoV„";rpXrbu?£ir 
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you're  a  good  cow-hand,  but  I'll  have  to  let  you 
go,  too.     So  here's  your  time  checks;  and  turn 
your  horses  out.     I've  got  to  have  men  I  can 

There  was  a  heavy  silence  at  this,  for  all  the 
outfuj  in  the  country  were  fuU-handed  now,  and 
no  one  was  looking  for  men.    And  Henry  Lee 
was  a  good  man  to  work  for-he  treated  his 
hands  white,  fed  them  well,  and  paid  the  top  price 
to  boot.     He  also  kept  the  best  of  them  over 
winter,  while  others  were  riding  the  chuck-line  or 
hanging  around  livery-stables  in  town.    But  no- 
body said  a  word,  for  they  knew  it  would  do  no 
good;  and,  after  he  had  paid  them  off  and  gone 
back  to  town,  the  luckless  ones  who  had  beer  -red 
drew  off  by  themselves   and  talked  the  matter 
over.    To  be  sure,  they  had  the  price  of  a  drunk 
m  their  clothes;  but  they  were  fired  and  put  afoot 
now,  and  town  has  no  allurements  to  a  cowboy 
unless  he  can  ride  in  on  a  horse.    So  Hardy  At- 
kins and  his  Texas  followers  lolled  sulkily  around 
the  camp,  sleeping  fitfully  in  their  blankets  and 
glowering  at  Brigham  Clark  and  the  few  careful 
spirits  who  had  escaped  their  employer's  wrath 
And  in  particular  they  glowered  at  Bowles,  the 
virtuous  and  dutiful,  and  hated  him  above  all  the 
rest  for  his  air  of  conscious  rectitude. 

Supper  that  evening  offered  no  appeal  to  the 
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"  .  ^^^y-  =»e  looked  them  over  coldlv  r^ 
turnmg  short  answers  to  their  shamefaced  Je" 
mgs  and  savmg  a  smile  for  the  cook.  ^ 

'em  go."  '     "  *°'^n'  to  see 

At  this  kindly  word  of  intercession,  a  new  light 
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came  into  the  eyes  of  the  unemployed;  but  Dixie 
1-ce  had  come  on  a  mission,  and  it  was  not  her 
policy  to  yield  in  a  minute. 

"Well,  Vm  not  I"  she  declared.  "If  you'd 
listened  to  the  amount  of  foolishness  that  I've 
suffered  from  these  boys,  Mr.  Mosby;  if  you'd 
heard  em  say  how  they  were  going  to  save  their 
w.:ges  and  buy  a  little  bunch  of  cows-and  tell 
about  the  quarter-section  of  land  they  had  their 
eye  on-and  swear,  so  help  me  God,  they'd  never 
take  another  drink  of  whisky  as  long  as  they 
lived-I  believe  you'd  be  glad  to  get  rid  of  'em  I'' 
She  turned  and  ran  her  eye  over  the  crowd, 
and  both  the  just  and  the  unjust  quailed  before 

"And  so  you  were  drunk,  were  you,  Mr.  At- 
kinsi-  she  inquired,  fixing  her  gaze  upon  the 
deposed  straw-boss;  and  Hardy  Atkins  shot  a 
look  at  her  which  was  both  confession  and  ap. 
peal.  "^ 

''And  you.  Jack?"  she  continued  severely. 
Yes,  ma'am,"  spoke  up  Happy  Jack,  upon 
whom  the  severity  of  her  manner  was  lost.     "I 
was  drunk,  all  right." 

"Well,  you  don't  need  to  be  proud  of  itl"  she 
observed  cuttingly.     "It's  no  distinction  in  this 
bunch.    Brig,  were  you  drunk,  too?" 
"No,  ma'am,"  responded  Brigham  promptly. 
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8Hn.,d  <,*„,,.  r^iroftr , :?  tt 
»™ 'i  ™  ;™t  ■■  '"""'"""'■'  "■•■»  '»'''"*'" 

„,„,,,'•  '•"•"  '^  •"iJ.  "I  know  I  w..  dnnk  ].„ 

^"nSwS?/rr:ars:3f 
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bums  when  you  can  git  yore  old  hands  back? 
That's  the  way  we  stand,  and  I  hope  you'll  give 
us  a  chance." 

This  was  a  long  speech  for  Jack,  and  he  wiped 
the  sweat  from  his  brow  as  he  waited  for  the 
answer.  The  rest  of  the  unemployed  rumbled 
their  acquiescence  to  the  statement  and  watched 
for  some  sign  of  weakening;  but  Henry  Lee  did 
not  change  his  frown. 

"I'm  looking  for  men  I  can  trust,"  he  said  at 
last.  "These  boys  here  stayed  in  camp  and  were 
on  hand  to  help  with  the  shipping.  Maybe  some 
of  them  ain't  qu'te  as  good  cowboys  as  you  are, 
but  I  can  depend  on  them  not  to  turn  my  remuda 
loose  the  first  night  I  leave  'em  alone,  and  I'm  go- 
ing to  make  them  top  hands.  You  fellows  get  the 
top  mounts  and  forty-five  a  month,"  he  added, 
glancing  briefly  at  Brig  and  the  faithful  few,  most 
of  whom  were  nesters  boys,  and  married  men 
working  for  a  stake;  "and  I  want  some  more  just 
like  you." 

"But  how  about  us?"  inquired  Happy  Jack 
after  a  silence.  "I'll  take  on  for  a  green  hand, 
myse'f— forty  dollars— and  ride  bronks,  too. 
And  I  know  that  upper  range  like  a  book  I" 

"Sure!"  murmured  the  rest;  and  once  more 
they  waited  on  Henry  Lee. 

He  sat  for  a  while  studying  on  the  matter,  and 
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"Bufril  Ji'      ^V"  "PP'=''  "«  Henry  Lee 
Dut  I  u  tell  you  what  I  will  Hn  "  k»  ' 

the  gang  lopped  down  de^ond  ^tly '  "^bo" 

have  got  your  time  checks     All  riJi;.  °^' 

town  and  cash  them  in  In H  V    ^  *'  ^°"  8°  "P 

saloon  debts  and  gTt  o^t  of  1  '""  T  ^''  y°"' 

you  on   But  i'J^ZLT:aS^\ll)^'^ 

out  a  bottle,  he'll  never  ride  for  H.n      t"^' 
outfit"  *     "  '"""^  y*"*  '"  charge  of  the 
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lose  their  chance  with  her  the  whole  Mn..  h,^ 
taken  lessons  in  humility.  *  ^  '""' 

"She's  all  right,"  observed  Happy  Jack   wa«r 
gmg  h.,  head  and  smiling  as  he  waK  her  off 
She  wraps  h.m  around  her  little  finger." 

Wonder  how  she  come  to  be  down  here?"  in 
qun^d^a  new  hand,  and  Jack  answerd  him/wiS; 

sai?'*^'"'  ^"^  °"  ""'  °^^  """>'  °f  ~""«'"  he 

"Sure  I"  grumbled  Hardy  Atkins.     "The  old 

lady  ,s  up  there,  too.    That's  the  one  thing  I  S 

lih  ^hT  ^u"-^')  ''""  "^  booze-fighti  aTd 
rtlonaWe,''   ""'^  "'''"  "'•"  '»  ^"^^--^  o"" 

refo!i7/7  ^u*"*  ^-  9°"8''  »"''  Sam  Jones  was 
reformed  drunks,  too,"  commented  Poker  Bill 
sagely;  but  there  was  one  member  prelt  wh" 
dd  not  take  even  a  philosophical  interest  nAe 

t  T-  ^L^''  ^"Sham  Clark,  the  new 
straw-boss.  Throutrh  a  rham  ^t  • 
a  litt-Ip  l,,,^  ^nrougn  a  cham  of  circumstances 
a  ttle  hard  to  trace,  he  had  refrained  from  his 
customary  periodical,  and,  behold,  of  a  sudden 
he  was  elevated  above  all  his  fellows,  and  placeS 
m  a  position  of  authority.  "a  placed 

"Well "    he    broke    in    sharply,    "it's    eittin' 
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guard,  anyhow-only  way  to  lave  you  from  yore- 
ie  vei 1"  ' 

"Aw,  liiten  to  the  big  fat  .tiff  I"  commented 
Buck  Buchanan,  who  felt  the  need  of  a  nap;  but 
Brig  paid  no  attention  to  his  remarks. 

"You  boys  bring  them  in  to  the  pen  fer  a 
drmk,  he  ordered,  with  pompous  circumstence, 
and  hold  them  out  on  yon  flat.  Who  wants  to 
stand  second  guard?  Jim?  Hank?"  He 
craned  his  neck  about  as  Hardy  Atkins  had  done 
the  night  before;  and  Hardy,  who  had  been  think- 
ing about  other  things,  sat  up  with  a  sudden 
scowl. 

"Whar's  that  feller  that  refused  a  drink  this 
evenin  ?"  demanded  Brigham,  imitating  with  ro- 
guish  accuracy  the  broad  Texas  accent  of  his  pred- 
ecessor "He's  the  boy  fer  second  guard-good 
and  rehable-comes  from  Texas,  too.  Mr.  At- 
kins, I'll  ask  you  and  yore  cotton-picker  friend, 
Happy  Jack,  to  kindly  stand  second  guard.  Bud 
and  Bill  third,  and  Sam  and  Slim  fourth.  I'm 
boss  now,  and  I  don't  stand  no  guard  1" 
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AND  HIS  SQUIRREL  STORV 

THE  upper  range  of  the  Bat  Wing  was  a 
country  by  itself.     To  reach  it  they  rode 
due  north  from  Chula  Vista,  following  an  old 
road  that  had  been  fenced  so  many  times  that 
Gloomy  Gus  became  discouraged.    Twisting  and 
turnmg,  dnvmg  around  through  new-made  lanes, 
or  jerking  a  world  of  staples  and  laying  the  wire 
on  the  ground,  he  toiled  on  in  the  wake  of  the 
outfit,  which  was  rounding  up  spare  comers  of 
the  unfenced  range.    Behind  him  came  the  horse 
wrangler  and  his  helper,  doing  their  best  to  keep 
the  remuda  out  of  the  barbed-wire,  and  jerking  up 
T"  ^""7'th  their  ropes  than  Gus  laid  down 
wi  h  his  nail-puller.    Certainly  in  that  wide,  wind- 
mill-dotted valley,  the  open  range  was  a  thing  of 
the  past.    It  was  only  thirty  feet  to  water,  and 
the  nesters  were  settling  everywhere. 

"One  more  day  like  that,"  observed  Gloomy 
u^t!"'        ^  together  a  late  supper,  "and  I 

"Me  tool"  chimed  in  the  wrangler;  and  the 
punchers  felt  much  the  same. 
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"A  few  more  years  like  thii  law,"  remarked 
Henry  Lee,  gazing  gloomily  out  acroti  hit  former 
e.t.  e  "and  wel  all  quit.  But,  thank  God,  they 
can't  farm  the  Black  Meaa."  ^ 

th?l^^L*''°'"^  ^*l  "^"^  "^""'^  "•»•  "owing 
the  boggy  river  and  mounting  up  on  a  Kreat 

plateau,  and  then  Bowie,  saw  why  Henry  Lee's 

remark  was  true.    The  Black  Mesa  was  high  and 

level,  with  a  wealth  of  coarse  grass  on  the  aat. 

and  wooded  hills  behind;  but  hills  and  fl«s. like 

made  the  land  a  wilderness,  Even  the  wugon 
road  on  which  they  traveled  was  a  mere  rut 
across  die  rock  patch,  and  from  a  diff.n  c  it 

h.°i  I  V  """"''  "°"'  *""  '''««  the  rocks 
had  been  thrown  to  both  sides.  And  the  rocks 
were  black,  a  scorched,  volcanic  black,  with 
square  comers  and  uneroded  edges  that  gashed 
at  the  horses'  ankJes.  Deep<ut  canons  wound 
tortuously  across  the  level  mesa,  their  existence 
unsuspected  until  the  rider  stopped  at  their  brink; 
and.  hidden  in  their  sullen  depths,  the  scant  supply 
of  water  was  lost  to  all  but  the  birds. 

Yet  to  the  cowboys  the  landscape  was  cheer- 
mg,  for  there  was  bunch-grass  between  the  rocks 
and  not  a  house  in  sight.  It  is  hard  to  please 
everybody  in  th«  world,  but  cowboy,  are  easily 
pleased.     All  they  want  is  a  good  horse  and 
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valley  had  been  .  S  .„H       ^T'"  *'«  '°wer 

J*  ^ou„d  thatl'nlt  BtrMe«  w"""''^'  '"» 
these  .easoned  nomadi  "  *""«  '<> 

country  ha.  .11  be«  fed  o/^•.^^•'''^  "T'"* 
'nuch  left  but  the  rocki,r>  j  *'"''"  "«'"''• 
3ut  the  Sierra  Blanw,  a^L*""'  "t'  ""hi"', 
over  that  far  ridge"  *'^"«'t-that'.  them 

^e"«:t^ro/t%^ti:;^ 

the  blue  of  the  skv  h,  P'"f-*^'»<1  mountains  and 
I"Ped  up  at  tJ  sfght  T?' ,r  '*'"^'"'  ""« 
West-that  strange  ehisi J.  '  '""  '"  ">«  f" 
"any  speak  and  which  j,v'  T."''^  °^  ''^''^  »" 
the   untrod    wild^^es,   ,av  ^  5"*^  *.° ''"**-»"d 

Sierra  Blancas,  home  of  tL  ;"  '"'"•  ^he 
and  the  wolf  and  fh.  '^"''  """J  ^h^  bear 

Eveninhi,  ge\"'d  teT/'  ''''"'''  ^"'''"'»' 
ness  to  conquer  andTeterrn  ""^  V''"  '  '^"der- 
t"r  to  stir  the  blood.  "  °'  *'  "^^^  ^^n- 

How  far  i«  it-V  u    •       • 

-*  the  way;  andlht 'SSd'^  T  """*'"« 
over  and  clutched  his  hand     "R  •    ?.'"  '""^''^d 
want  to  go  there.    l^UkL  I"K  ^'  "'''^'  "^ 
He  looked  across  VhV   ^    "^^'^  "°'^'" 

across  at  h^s  partner,  but  Brigham 
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did  not  answer,  and  Bowles  knew  what  was  in  his 
mind. 

"Of    course     now    that    you're    made    fore- 
man--   he  began;  but  Brig  smiled  a  cynical 

"Don't  you  let  that  worry  you  none,"  he 
growled.  "The  way  these  Texicans  is  takin'  on 
I  don  reckon  I'll  last  very  long.  Hardy  Atkins 
•s  the  leader  of  this  bunch,  and  he's  bound  to  git 
his  job  back-I'm  jest  holdin'  on  fer  spite." 

R.  I  *  °7.'T  ^'  «'*  ■'  ^"''?"  protested 
Bowles.  "Mr.  Lee  told  me  you  were  one  of  the 
best  cowmen  he   ever  knew,  and  you  certainly 

Know  the  range  all  right " 

"Yes,  but  that  ain't  it,"  put  in  Brig.  "Here's 
ihe  proposition.  Henry  Lee  is  gittin'  old— he 
cant  be  his  own  wagon-boss  forever,  and  he's 
ookin  round  for  a  man.  The  man  that  gits 
Dixiitee'^''  ^"  """^  '''""  that-he'll  marry 
jj^y,?'*'  "°""n*el"  cried  Bowles.    "Why  should 

"Don't  know  why,"  answered  Brigham  dog- 
gedly 'Only  that's  the  way  it  always  goes- 
and  Hardy,  he  wants  Dixie." 

"But  surely,  after  the  way  he  conducted  him- 
self down  at  Chula  Vista " 

"Oh,  that's  nothin',"  asserted  Brigham. 
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"You    W,  she  w.uld  marry  him?" 
Uon  t  know,     grumbled  Brig.     "She's  eot  u, 

mountains  where  old  He„rv  ZZt"'  '"  *'^ 
hands  and  then  watch  thelT  be;!:  tT^jS^^ 
^ey  all  eat  d.rt  to  git  took  back  fer  green  hl^d^ 
D.dn't  you  see  'em  talkin'  it  over?  A  1  theygo 
to  do  now  .s  to  git  us  fired,  and  then  //,.y'  Jbe  fhe 
top  hands.    Huh  I    That's  easy  I"  ^  "  "'^  "«= 

but^fe^Xtr^ornoTSle  ^'^•"°  "'°- 
As  they  pull/d  if  at  tKpVJ  trwEfrir: 
boys  a„d  "stat.on-men"  did  duty  all  he  yearX 
stray  men  from  other  outfits  threw  in  with  them 

SeTty^BaT""'  '''^  "-"er  "to^f  st„"^ 
twenty.  Bar  Seven  was  there,  after  a  reh.m  f„ 
h.s  own  headquarters,  and  se;eral  of  the  X 
men ;  but  the  men  who  dwelt  in  the  hills  werfo 

scruTbv    and    "'^'  r^  ''"■'  '°"«  -'I   »'e-d 
!nT    '^   u     ?''"'"'  8""y  ''"m  lonely  cook- 
ing; and  they  looked  at  Bowles  askance.  ' 

Whos    that    feller?"    they    asked;   and    the 
an^w^r  was  always  the  same,  if  they  ^sked  it  oJ 

"h!?.\'?'.!'''  '  '"'""«  ^"8lish  dude,"  they  said 
He  s  got  his  eye  on  Dixie  " 

Strange  how  these  men  of  the  frontier  were 
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Z^t^'''/"'^  hi"  heart-Bowles  had  talked 
with  D«ie  Lee  only  twice  in  a  month  but  they 
had  read  him  hke  a  book.  Or  perhaps  it  was  just 
plain  jealousy,  s.nce  they,  too,  had  their  eyes  on 
Ulx.<^-Jealousy  and  a  sneaking  knowledge  that 

glances  at  h.s  expensive  saddle,  his  silver-mounted 
purs  and  eleven-dollar  Stetson,  and  hated  him 
for  his  prosperity;  they  watched  him  work  in  the 
corral  and  scoffed  at  him  for  his  horsemailj 
and  when  he  talked,  they  listened  to  his  broad 
as  his  soft  "r's"  and  his  purling  "er's"  with 
wonder  and  contempt.  Not  that  they  listened 
very  much  for  they  took  pains  to  break  in  on  hfm 
as  grown  folks  do  when  a  child  is  speaking;  but 

glances  behind  his  back,  and  finally,  as  the  work 
progressed,  their  hostility  began  to  take  form 

..M/f  Tu^^'  '^^  ""*''*  '^y  '''  headquarters 
while  fresh  horses  were  caught  and  shod;  and 
here  Hardy  Atkins  and  his  followers  suffered 
the  humiliation  of  losing  their  mounts.  As  top 
hands  they  had  taken  the  pick  of  the  remuda,  the 
fleetest  runners,  the  gentlest  night  horses,  the 
best-reined  cutting  horses;  but  now  in  the  reap- 
portionment they  found  themselves  reduced  to 
skates  and  bronks."  Three  days  of  shoeing  the 
skates,  and  especially  the  bronks. 
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swerten  their  tempers  any,  and  a,  they  moved  up 
to  Warm  Springs  and  began  to  rake  ZT 
the  spirit  of  rebellion  brolfe  Use  "  ""«* 

.^ti:?b-i^?jl2^^ 

mesa^'^T^'^  J,^'^  ^  ''  ""'''  "^  °"  ^"^S 
mesa.     All  day  the  horse  wrangler  grazed  his 

water  and  the  horse-changing  morning  and  noon- 

the  cl"?*"  '^'r^'^y^  watched  them  beneS 
the  cold  stars-that  is  when  they  kept  awake. 

Un  the  second  mornmg  three  horses  were  miss- 
mg  the  next  day  two  more,  and  on  hT^^" 
eight  horses  more  were  gone  and  several  mTn 
were  practically  afoot. 

"Who  let  those  horses  get  away?"  demanded 
by  thTco";r'''=™""'^^'^"P  "'-'«"* '•"<^ers 

guar's!"   "''"   ""'^  '^^  '"''"'"^"   «^  »he   first 

gul'rT  "''"  "'"^""^  "'''"'"  "•'l  *«  ''^^nd 

thi  Jg7arl"  '"""^  "'^"  ""^  ^"-"^  ""•"  -'J  *e 
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Wt.    For  whm  the  night  httder.  >.«  to  ou.rr.l 
were  ropmg  their  mounts. 

snarled°th!f  '"f  ^^u''  '"°""'  '"'  >'«I'"'g'  to!" 

afooS       '^  '"*  '  ""  ''"'^-    ^°"  ""•*  P"t  «. 
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drZ"  ^"*  '"'"i""  ^""^  '"'^''•"  """Wed  Brigham 
dropping  truculently  down  from  his  perch    '^f 

cryrcif' s  t'  '"^-  ^°"  '"^'^^^- 

oJtrer  »_r  ck,  Texas,  but  you  got  to  whin  ne  he 
tJiey  s  a  hawse  left  m  the  remuda      -•• 

the  ";7bb':"''mat"T  v"'  r"''"^ '"  - 

»4uaDDie.  Whats  all  this  about?  What 
are  you  domg  with  Brig's  hawse,  Hardy?  Why 
don  t  you  ride  your  own?"  ^  ^ 

we7to"'sleern'''"  T"  ^'^'  '""^  Mormons 
went  to  sleep  on  guard  and  let  my  too  hawse, 

pull-now  I  got  nothin'  but  bronks  to'rfdel"  "" 

Lee^^veU     .'aS  ''".1"  T'^'"''''  "^^^ 
t  severely.      And,  another  th me  Mr   Aftl^o  i 

Next  time  youVe  got  a  grievance.'  ome  to  mT- 
don  t  try  to  correct  it  yourself  I" 
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J^^tr^  ''"'"J"'''  '*^°"*  8i«'"'  io«."  he 

^owTHe:::HX^stlT„ss^^^^^ 

even  lead  a  circle  on  the  B^kSsa  and^VbTck' 

rr^n^lir'    Myhawse  JSt2 

"Say,"   interposed   Brigham   oeaceahl^    " 
fa.ow  wh.,  U,,  to,  .,y  4.,  „„S""U  '~ 

"A  dam-  lie  would  come  nearer  to  it  I"  sneereH 

And  if  you  <„•„'/"  h  "    •  !      *°  8°  ""  ^""h". 

with  blood  in  hi'  eve   ^^^^'k"'^  ""^^^"""^ 
said  or  I'll  li  '^  ^    5^°"  ^^''^  ''»'='^  what  you 

out  of  ,^.''*°""'^'"8  ""«  with  which  he  got  a  rise 

words   of  apoloev-   hm-   R,:™u         "  =>"'ne  vague 
mollify.  ^'     "*  ^"gham  was  haijd  to 

"Well,   that's  all  right,"  he  grumbled.     "It 
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ain't  my  fault  if  you  go  on  a  drunk  and  lose  vore 

Atkins,  orlimak^'vola^"""'  "*=•  ""'^^ 

"an  n;ver  hied  that'can  cajr^  r"'"  7'^ 

away  with  it.  and  Tiujrnk "you^    VZ  "o'nf" 

He  went  back  and  sat  doJn  by  the  fiTe  ouffin. 

They  say,  back  in  Texas,  when  a  man  gS  where 
-ardVheTh  '*"  '""^  '•"  '•™  *°  teacff  sTho 

Ordinary  folks  ki'  o^count  ^'tn^ri^n 

Aey  havi"'°"'  '^  ^'^"'  '"'^  '  '''"'^  °^  ^^eep-Sat 

n.r!?°^l'"   "t'^'^'^'i   Brigham;    "they   is   sech 
people,   but  they  don't  live   along  the   HeeTy 
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Them  fellers  you're  thinkin'  of  is  i„  ♦!,.  »„.♦ 
business-they  don't  say  ba.a   like  a  shin    T 
r  "'r  ""^  =•  «-t.  'I've  he.  S    el  of'  hem' 

in  western  Te«I"         "  ""="  ^°''  ""'''"  '»^'' 

that  Mor.^"''"'  '  ''""'''  °^  "'"y"  '1°'^"  through 

£.a^an    MLT7  'V'""'"  "^''''•"''1  ^ufk 
Ducnanan,    that  s  where  I  got  the  idee.    That's 

a  great  country,  ain't  it,  Brig?    Lots  of  house, 

too.    I  remember  I  stopped  one  time  at  a  stre '; 

crossm-  and  they  was  houses  on  all  four  corner 

Tliey  was  a  lot  of  kids  playin'  around,  and  I  Xd 

youi^L:?^jij.xXr^'^'-  ^"'^ 

A  roar  of  laughter  followed  this  brutal  in 
nuendo,  but  Brigham  was  not  set  back.  Hi  miid 
had  become  accustomed  to  all  such  jests. 

Aw,  you  re  jealous,"  he  grunted,  and  let  the 
Gentiles  rage  until,  as  the  talk  ran  on,  he  erld 
ually  assumed  the  lead.  ^ 

"That's  one  thing  you'll  never  find  around  a 
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"  'Son,  you  take  yore  rifle  and  go  out  and  eit 
thTiJifiiJh"  •'"''"" '"''"**'''=''--'o  tan 

he  brought  h.n,  back  to  the  old  man'  and  he^l!i 

, J  '/'"  ""'^^^  ^°"^'  °*<^:  the  squirrels  was 
awful  scarce,  and  rather  than  not  git  any  I  Tad 
to  shoot  th.s  one  through  the  head.'         ^ 
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"  'Oh,  that'*  all  right,'  the  old  man  says.  'You 
got  a  nice  skin  anyway,  and  I  reckon  we  can  fix 
it  somehow.  I  tell  you  what  you  do.  They's  a 
bunch  of  Texans  camped  down  by  the  lower  water 
—you  go  down  and  kill  one  of  them,  and  mebbe 
we  can  use  hit  brains.' " 

Brigham  paused  and  looked  around  with 
squinched-up,  twinkling  eyes;  and  at  last  Buck 
Buchanan  broke  the  dramatic  silence. 

"Well,"  he  demanded  roughly,  "what's  the 
joke?" 

"Well,  sir,"  ran  on  Brig,  "you  wouldn't  hardly 
believe  it,  but  my  old  man  had  to  kill  six  of  them 
Texicans  to  git  brains  enough  to  tan  that  squirrel- 
skin!  That's  why  they  won't  take  'em  into  the 
church." 
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THE  ROUGH-RIDERS 

BRIGHAM  CLARK'S  ,quirrel-ski„  story  w« 
not  calculated  to  build  up  the  entente  cordial 
wih  Texas  but  Brigham  was  no  trimmer.  The 
only  kind  of  fighting  he  knew  was  to  stand  up  and 
stnke  from  the  shoulder,  and  a  few  cracks  about 
Mormon  marital  customs  had  not  tended  to 
lighten  the  blow.  Numerically  he  was  outnum- 
bered  by  the  Texans,  but  when  it  came  to  a  con- 
test  of  wits  he  did  not  need  any  help.  He  went 
ott  to  bed  now,  laughing,  and  to  all  of  Bowlei' 
chidings  he  turned  an  unheeding  ear 

n„?' ^r  "r  *;{'  '"  V'*^-    "'*'»  ""  »«"  off  rnj 
nose.^    Them  fellers  has  been  cavin'  round  and 

givin  off  head  long  enough-I  sure  capped  'em  in 

on  that,  all  right.    Well,  let  'em  rougthouse  m^ 

If  they  want  to-they's  two  can  play  at  that  game. 

I  never  seen  the  Texan  yet  that  looked  bad  to  me. 

And  If  they  git  too  gay  the  boss  will  fire  the  whole 

caboodle.     I  ain't  lookin*   fer  trouble,   but  no 

bunch  of  Ignorant  Texicans  can  run  it  over  me/ 

Umph-umml" 
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So  the  feud  went  on,  and  when  Dixie  rode  into 
camp  with  the  mail  ihe  imelled  war  in  the  very 
air.    The  men  walked  past  each  other  with  the 
wary  glancei  of  fighting  dogs,  and  even  her  little 
comedy  at  the  delivering  of  the  letters  failed  to 
visibly  lighten  the  gloom.     A  private  interview 
with  the  cook,  who  carefully  kept  out  of  the 
ruction  and  gave  neither  side  comfort  nor  succor, 
revealed  the  fact  that  the  situation  was  serious; 
and  with  the  success  of  the  round-up  at  stake 
Dixie  May  was  quick  to  act.     When  her  father 
returned  to  his  dog  tent  at  supper-time  he  found 
her  war-bag  inside,  and  with  a  mount  of  horses 
cut  out  for  her,  Dixie  Lee  took  on  for  a  cowboy 

They  were  up  on  the  cedar  ridges  of  the  moun- 
tains  now,  driving  down  wild  steers  from  the 
upper  pastures,  and  a  woman  was  as  good  as  a 
"?j"-  ^'*''=  w"  better  than  most,  for  she  had 
ridden  those  rough  mesas  before  and  could  drift 
off  a  ridge  like  a  blacktail.  Her  desperate  rivalry 
in  the  chase  fired  the  hearts  of  the  most  malinger- 
mg,  and  more  than  one  moss-headed  old  outlaw 
found  himself  outgeneraled  and  flogged  into  the 
herd.  And  a  steer  is  a  steer  these  days— he  is 
worth  as  much  as  a  horse. 

Every  morning  as  the  punchers  set  out  on  the 
long  circle  Dixie  May  picked  out  a  man  to  dare, 
and  several  prairie-bred  Texans  failed  to  follow 
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tn't^r  "'!,"';''••    '^°"««d  °"  ">«  be.t  horn. 

ran  him  down  and  roDcd  him  .„T  v  l  '  "' 
did  not  .how  up  bythat  ti^:  1  I  '""  V""^ 
catch  and  went  ^n'^?;a  T  wi  d  fr'S'  '", 
she  threw  herself  into  it  reckT  Vg^'i^n/l' 

She  ?„;''  ^°i:  "i  ^"*'"8  '^"^  « the  r  or«me 
She  rode  with  Brigham,  and  Hardy  AtlL  1 

couth  mountain  men,  and  raw-boned  n«trki3": 

rB"o"S;^^-*^-'---^pe.srpia 

Bowles  was  mounted  on  his  top  horse  W,  i. 
ote  and  he  rode  proudly  along  fehtd^Br^ £' 
tor  m  the  rough  and  tumble  of  cross-count,^? 

down  the  caion  r  '  ^''''"'  ""''  ''"^^  '«» 

racld'thfrl"  '""^i;°"^"d  in  his  saddle  and 
raced  them  for  the  high  ground.     He  headS 
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them  and  they  doubled  to  beat  him  back.  Once 
more  he  headed  them  off,  while  the  outfit  went  on 
w.th  us  crde.  and  just  as  they  stopped  tolook 
hHrZ  ir  '  n""  '  horsJconJn'g  down  o„ 
rln^^A  u  """  °""''  '"°""*'=«1  °n  her  favorite 
roan,  and  she  motioned  to  him  to  swing  around 
on  the  left.  Then  the  riding  began  all  o/er  ag'n 
for  the  steers  were  wild  as  bucks  and  they  Imew 

t/^u"'u^''  ^'^^  "^«'  ""^"^  '^'^  "rcle  was  led 

ay   tL  C^f  n'°"   "'?•'"  *^  hold-up  herd 
lay,  the  land  fell  away  in  three  benches,  each 

;ff^nd"T"r'  "*?  'J'"'^  '*"P"  «  *he  jump 
otf-and  Bowles  and  Dixie  Lee  went  over  the 
first  pitch  hot-foot  on  the  heels  of  their  quarrv 
They  raced  back  and  forth  on  the  second  terJace' 
tn^mg  to  head  the  cattle  down  a  naTraT  tra , 

^ImZdT'^:  "'^t«-y-g  P^nic  cam  upt 
them  and  they  took  off  over  the  rough  ground 

111  dare  you  to  follow  me!"  cried  Se 
turnmg  her  eager  roan  after  them-  and  helw' 
dcelter  over  the  rough  rocks.  swingi;g  and  JJX 

Sh"  sL'""/"'^  ^":"P'"«  -- bfulders  afd 

bushes,  she  went  spurring  after  the  cattle.     Be- 

hmd  her  came  Bowles,  his  eyes  big  with  excfte- 
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they  reached  the  bench  bdow  '  '"""''"'" 

atones  1^1^^^^^^  ''-••  ^'"^  '00- 

pounding  dtn  t  hill'    "^  ^^  "'"  ^"'^  -"* 

shaTrstSS'^h'SSed'"""  '"  '"."^  ^°^'"  "ff- 

lees    an^K    ,"''*''"''«^  momentarily  to  snag  his 

legs,  and  boulders  to  dash  his  brain,  out  ff  he 
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fell,  but  the  lion-hearted  Wa-ha-lote  had  asserted 
his  mastery  and  Bowles  could  only  hang  on.    At 
the  bottom  of  the  slide  they  crashed  through  a 
dead-hmbed  cedar,  sending  the  bone-dry  sticks 
flying  m  every  direction;  and  when  Bowles  swung 
up  mto  the  saddle  he  was  thundering  across  the 
Hat  and  the  steers  were  at  his  bits.    Vague  wisps 
of  smoke,  white  and  smelling  like  a  blacksmith- 
shop,  leaped  up  as  the  harried  brutes  skated  over 
the  rocks,  ,and  Bowles  knew  that  his  battle  was 
won.    Once  in  the  soft  sand  of  the  creek  bed  they 
would  never  turn  back  to  the  heights,  for  their 
feet  were  worn  to  the  quick.    But  it  had  been  a 
hard  race-even  Wa-ha-lote  was  slowing  down, 
and  Dixie  Lee  was  nowhere  in  sight. 

A  sudden  doubt  assailed  Bowles,  and  he  tugged 
sharply  at  the  bit;  he  pulled  down  to  a  walk  and 
looked  behmd;  then,  as  he  saw  no  sign,  he  stopped 
short  and  let  the  cattle  go.    For  a  tense  minute 
he  listened  while  Wa-ha-lote  puffed  like  a  steam- 
boat; then,  with  a  grave  look  on  his  face,  he 
turned  and  rode  back  up  the  hill. 
"O  Miss  Lee  I"  he  shouted.    "Dixie!" 
And  a  thin  answer  came  from  the  slope  above 
'Catch  my  horse !"  it  said.    "He's  down  in  the 
gulch  I" 

Bowles  stared  about  and  caught  sight  of  the 
red  roan's  hide  as  he  stood  behind  some  trees; 
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thP""'!  ^"^''^  'ying  very  awkwardly  amona 
the  rocks  at  the  foot  of  a  scrubby  juniper,  and  af 
the  first  glance  Bowles  knew  she  was  hm     No 

^t::7^'Z^ ""  ^''^ '''-  '-^ ""  "^' 

wi^'aTe^ngSe"':;'''"  "?  «-*'"«  »>- 
First  timlr^.  I  '  ..•  "  '"''  ^"  "Sht  bad. 
i-irst  time  I  ve  known  him  to  do  that-sav,  heb 
me  out  of  these  rocks."  ^      ^ 

hJ\7hlffl  ^r'"  "''*"''  'J"^  «"d  raised 
nei  she  tried?  ?Ik',  ^'*''  ''"''  "•"  «''°"*  his 

doZ""'"''"''''   *"''   ''^'^•"   '^'   '»''^'   P"t   "-e 
But  Bowles  did  nothing  of  the  kind.    He  took 

aown  the  hill.  He  even  wished  it  were  farther 
but  she  spied  a  bed  of  leaves  under  a  cedarand 
ordered  him  to  put  her  there  T»,.„  k  .  f  . 
up,at  him  curiouSy  and  Sr":  wh^  "ayt '°S 
What  you  got  there?"  she  inquired  as  he 
came  back  holding  his  hat,  and  Bowie,  shoUd 
her  a  crownful  of  water  th-  •--  <--   °         •     - 


1  pool  in  the  gulch. 


'.  had  brought  from 
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"''""'"'■"""'•"■"I  on*.,  for  a. ha.,.. 
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she  said.  So  get  me  your  coat  to  put  under  it 
and  prop  ,t  up  and  we'll  talk  about  something 
pl^sant.  fl  be  all  right.  I  reckon,  after  I  Jt 
a  while,  but  that  fall  certainly  jarred  me  up. 

say,     she  observed,   as  Bowles  came  back 
w.th  h.s  coat,  '-that  was  pretty  good,  wasn't  it, 
what  I  was  tellmg  you  the  other  day-abou 
-rsmg  you  back  to  health  and  strength     Looks 
like  you  re  the  nurse,  the  way  it  turns  out.    But 

as  he  ^cked  the  coat  under  her  knee,  "I  can  see 

that     Now,  most  people,  when  you  get  a  hurt,  or 

a  fall,  or  somethmg,  they  come  rushing  up  to 

where  you're  making  faces  and  ask  a  lot  of  fool- 

If    questjons-'Are  you  hurt?'  and  'Did  you  faU?' 

all  that,  until  you  want  to  kill  'em.    But  you 

;'en't  hardly  said  a  word."  ^ 

;'No,"  said  Bowles,  blushing  ana  looking  away. 

you     Is  there  anythmg  more  I  can  do?" 

Oh,  that's  all  right,"  she  assured  him.    "We 

T  !  ?i!  °""  '"  ""  ^^^''-  I  f«l  kind  of 
weak  and  triflmg  right  now-but  don't  gol  No. 
1  want  you  here  for  company!" 

after  the  horses,  but  Dixie  was  firm. 

No,  you  stay,"  she  said,  as  he  explained  that 
she  might  wish  to  be  alone.    "You're  out  West 
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now,  Bowira    -_j 

letter,  take    ,/'     Of  J^^^^  "''»  y""  to  take  a 

?"d  I  want  you  to  come  Li"  ""'"  "«  ''«", 

Jy  the  intimacJe, Thich  ti""  "•"'''^'^  P""*'*"'  but 
gathered  her  up  in  h;  "      ""•*"'  P^'Pose,  he  had 

neck,  her  breath  aga.W  hl/I  ^  '""  ^^°^'  h" 
agamst  hi,  breast.^Xn  L  ?'  "".'^  *"  ^Mrt 
»orfd  had  sudden  y„,"  7  .*'"''''«o„,  of  his 
'"as  only  Dixie  uLlTu^''^  *'*"^>  ""d  there 
«ai  dazed  and  breatWe^LT  -^"^  ""^  "-^  -a" 
7  trusting  in  hi,"  treLf'J'^."^  *''"""•  '"d 
do  anything  to  plea,e  J^f '""'•"'^  ^^  l"'  would 

«-onie  on  over  herp  "  .1. 
leave,  by  her  ,ide,  and  Rn  i  '""'''•  P'^^K  the 
dared.  "Now  te  1  1  '''"  """^  "  -ear  «  he 
"ttling  back  and  LT.Vr*'  «°""'"  »he  ,aid! 
be  finc^eell  me  ,  3in  f^in'r  •"^'  *'  -i« 
forget  that  knee,  ft  S  l"r"""5'  '"'  '  "„ 
«  sure  ache,-when  I  think 
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?de  so  wcin"'  '"'  *""'•    ^'•"'^'^  y-  '"™  to 

I  cl?ridf?' W  n'T*^  ^'"''"-    "°°  y«»  think 

JhLJ^r    ^  ""'' t°  "de  to  the  hounds.    We 

walls  and  five-bar  gates  and  all  that,  and,  really 
I  used  to  enjoy  It.  Nothing  like  c^w^Sng' 
of  course,  but  great  sport  all  the  same.  I  ren^em^ 
ber  once  we  were  out  at  Clarendon—" 

tin,; VI  T  *'','  '^''''"''  °^  »  f"''  hunt-the  first 
t^me  he  had  spoken  of  his  past  life-and  dS 
was  carerul  not  to  interrupt  hin,.  'n.en  he  tSd 
of  h.s  life  m  the  military  school,  where  thev 
aught  boys  the  cavalryman's  craft,  and  dS 

io't  C;;'^^*^'^-  "  *■"  •"«  hurt  shfL 
not  know   t,  for  she  was  piecing  out  his  career 

School,  college,  country  dub,  onf  after   Loth"; 

fhlsSe'w:  Ta'ri;;  t?"  V'"'  "'^'^ 

and  as  he  wanTrefof Jitl^^  SsDirL^J 
wondered  who  he  wai  r»w^,-  i  ''."'*'c  i^ee 
ahU  m,„  •  T-  t-ertamly  no  inconsider- 

able man  m  h.s  own  country,  and  yet  here  he  was 
an  ordmary  hired  hand,  punching  cows  for  forJJ' 

her  to  the  end  of  the  world  to  win  her  heart,  why 

did  he  not  talk  of  love  to  her,  now  that  they  were 
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pulled  off  her  boot  „d  ^ck/J  h"'"  ""*  ''"  '"'^ 
>«-,  why  had  theXT':'car  ir ':  "" 
unnecessary  attentions  to  show  Skt  h  ^^'  ^ 
cared?    Dixie  May  opened  h J  !  "'"y 

out  at  him  through  hafSoiH[  7"  '"'^  K'"'' 
how  she  liked  hi  K II.'"''"-  ""'J  some- 
different  from  the  Vest    ""^''^   '"'""''   *°    ^-^ 

awS^in^S^iS'.C'^^'Wrean 

I  can't  understand  The«•^met^*°'"*  *'''"«» 
ous  about  you      T  kn^r        ''°'"«'"ng  mysteri- 

because  I  met  you  afMrs'Me^^''^''"  "«''^' 
same  time  you're  hlZo^Z'l''':^'''"' 
horse-stealing  Texican.     wJat  ar.  ""^ 

anyway?"  "  *"  you  up  to, 

pla'in'Si'wS^  te^Td;"";-"  ''"  '''^"*  *''«•"  - 
into  his  eye7  ■ 'Donl  '!  "*  ""L'*  ^'""''"K  »'«'' 
about  it  o'n  the  train?"'  "  '"""^'''''  ^  ^<"d  ^ou 

'•But'^yo^'dSTen  me'"  "''''"  '"'""'^^  ^ixie. 

told  L  mt:::ircZ7y^?''\y- 

bad  a  line  on  you  once   hnt  Z>  ''°"8''*  ^ 

-    What-s  th'i,  ir;  arouraSrf?"  ''''  '- 

gravV'-Wh?:;:?  d!°"'"'  "'^''  """^-'"g 
you  hear?"       '^'       "  ''"  y°"  '"""?    What  did 
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"A  girl  back  in  New  York,"  continued  Dixie, 
glancing  at  him  shrewdly  as  she  hazarded  a 
guess— and  at  she  gazed  he  flushed  and  looked 
away. 

^    "Whatever  you  have  heard,"  he  said  at  last, 
I  have  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of— would  you 
like  me  to  get  you  some  water?" 
_^  "Aw,  Mr.  Bowles,"  cried  Dixie  reproachfully, 
are  you  trying  to  side-step  me  on  this?" 
"No,  indeed  I"   replied   Bowles,   settling  back 
with   masterful   calm.    "What   is   it   you   have 
heard— and  what  would  you  like  to  know?" 

He  paused  and  regarded  her  expectantly,  and 
Dixie  saw  that  she  was  called.  A  shadow  passed 
over  her  face;  a  shadow  of  annoyance,  and  of 
suspicion,  perhaps,  as  well;  but  she  felt  the  rebuke 
of  his  frankness  and  pursued  her  inquiry  no 
further. 

"Well,  perhaps  you  are  right,"  she  said,  as  if 
answering  an  unspoken  reproof.  "It  was  noth- 
ing to  your  discredit,  Mr.  Bowles;  and  I  am  sure 
It  is  none  of  my  business.  I  guess  I'm  kind  of 
spoiled  out  here— I  get  to  joshing  with  these  cow- 
boys until  I  don't  know  anything  else.  I  believe 
I  would  like  that  drink." 

Bowles  leaped  up  promptly  at  the  word  and 
came  back  with  his  new  hat  full  of  water.    He 
held  it  for  her  to  drink,  and  as  she  finished  and 
looked  up  she  saw  that  his  eyes  were  troubled. 
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^,  dear!"  ,he  cried  impulsively  "h.  r 
you  any  trouble?  YouVe  h,  '  "'  ^ 
here-what  have  I  J°VA  ^""  •"  8°°<1 


"Oh, 

made 

to  me  here— what  i.«i^rT     ^""^'  "een  lo  got 

"Oh  itn^?'^*'8°"««"d  done  now?"  ~ 
'-'n,  It  (  not  you  at  all  "  l—  .  ""wr 

then  hi,  voice  broke  a„d  t  m/"""''  ^"'  and 

you. a,,y  heard  fr:r^,':?l7^^^    "But  have 

i"«SL7on'^hi.!r^;otr  ?T  ''^- 

know  anything  »boutyon-lllJ°''f~^  '^°"'* 
It  up."  5^°"—^  was  only  making 

"Oh  J'-  said  Bowles,  and  drew  hi.  .r™ 
He  looked  out   at   the    l.«™       r       "™  ""y- 

poured  the  water  outthtTa?      J  "  '"°"""^' 
h"  old  smiling  self  ^**'  ""'^  t"mcd  back. 

"Dl"Zttry;„'rn  s?'\''' '•"^"'•"'^ ''•'"'^^^^ 

to  be  going  preVsoon  "'^       ^  '""P""  ^«  ""gh* 

she  h^LtrdTCsiS  "'.""  "-"^  '"*- 

before,  and  even  h  ,  bovS  •.'^'"«''  '"  ^'"^'" 
the  veiled  rebuke  w£ '^^'l""?  "°*  "«''**" 
that  were  anti-social  L  ""'?  ^^'^  '^°»«^'» 
Wnd,  and  his  wa'Tf'etesT.wl"'''  """'"'*«'' 
to  tactfully  chang'e  the  sSiT'AlldTwT'  "" 

-Bi^^^^r-t-t^;;^---^ 
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"Oh,  my  dear  Miu  Lee  I"  he  cried,  catching 
her  at  the  poised  for  a  limp.  "Please  don't  do 
that  I  Let  me  carry  you,  when  the  time  comes,  but 
we  will  rest  as  long  as  you  please." 

He  passed  a  compelling  arm  about  her  and 
lowered  her  gently  to  her  place;  then  he  sat  down 
beside  her,  and  breathed  hard  as  he  set  her  free. 

"Really,"  he  murmured,  "we  don't  seem  to  un- 
derstand each  other  very  well.  Miss  Lee  I" 

"That's  because  neither  one  of  us  is  telling 
the  truth  I"  observed  Dixie  with  a  certain  bitter- 
ness. 

They  sat  for  a  moment  in  silence,  and  then 
she  turned  about  and  looked  him  squarely  in  the 
eye. 

"Mr.  Bowles,"  she  said,  in  measured  tones, 
'who  are  you,  anyway?" 

"Who— me?"  parried  Bowles,  lapsing  into  the 
vernacular.  "Why,  you  know  me  1  I'm  Bowles, 
the  gentleman  you  met  at  Mrs.  Melvine's." 

"There  I  You  see?"  commented  Dixie. 
"You're^  afraid   to   tell   your   own   name,    and 

"Yes?"  questioned  Bowles. 

"Well,  I  don't  know  what  I'm  afraid  of,"  she 
went  on  'oluntly,  "but  I've  got  something  on  my 
mind." 

"Why,  surely,"  began  Bowles,  apprehensively, 
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..,    ,  .  '-OWWLES 

r»-5rj„"™i,£-!r  ■■"•"'-'■ 

cited-and •'         ™°w— a„d  I  ^g,  ,  jj^,^  ^ 

»''«•    But  you  tve?rtd"~'  ."'"'^  '^- 
''omen,  have  you.  MrBoi?,,?"""^  *"  '^^  '''''' 

BoS:;EdT.'t"''«'v-''-,o.e..„d 

and  decided  to  Ulfth^Z!!^'  ""  '"*"«  '"-. 

"fly,  no,  Miis  I -,  ••  L  ■ 
Po.e  no,.    I  h„p^  J  h,;;„.,'l!:;«'»'"««cJ.  "I  .„p. 

tfc,.    T  "''•.''°'"  "'■«<!  Dixie      "T  -4    . 
away.  ""  ""«  whirled  as  he  looked 

-^y.-^alllhTZwh-r'"  ''''  ''--  -as 
Why,  yes,"  she  s^^r^f^''"^""*?" 

J3of'^°"^'nk  it's  safer 


ex- 

ly. 

.h 
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And  then  he  gathered  her  into  hit  tmn. 

"I'll  be  careful,"  he  said.  But  the  devil 
tempted  him— and  Dixie  forgot  and  amiled. 

"Never  mind,"  ihe  whispered,  as  he  lifted  her 
to  the  saddle;  "that  waa  to  pay  you  for  being 
nurse." 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

A  COMMON  BRAWI, 

get  the  whole  world     1^!    u^  "'''"  '^^^  for- 
had  stolen  a  kiss-for  the  fire.  I-"""™'"*  ^°^1" 
and  Dixie  Lee  had  foraf      [•   *™*'  '"  ''w  J'■f«^- 
'•^  quickly,  and  she  hfei    '"•.•  ^'  ''''^  ""'''n 
;hen  they  had  rlMZ^n^^^^^^X'^y,  '"'' 
so  much  as  a  glance    Tha.T   u  7"''°'"  <*'"•''>« 
deal  to  both  of  Sem  t  *   .K ''''*"'""^''««« 
'Ij'Hk-    So  they  rot  d^^n  to  2  h^M  *='  ^'^  ^^ 
s.Ience  and  parted  witho^a  word     '    "'  ''"'^  '" 

P'ed  smile,  stayed  bv  tTZt  •  .^  ""*  P^occu- 
the  jealou;  eyllof\te'jL''''^'^'  ^erd.  But 
"nJles.  and  as  Bowles  'd'  ?"'*  *°  '"'*  '"^h 
h«  was  suddenlyTartw'''"'''8°"*eswing 
Hardy  Atkins  went  o«  ^f  h"  "'  ''"  ^^"""^ 
W™.  and  as  he  spurred  It  ^"^-  '"  ''"^^  P"* 
stirrup  he  hissed-  '**'""  '"  ''gainst  his 

andlrrjrL^lt^-"^^^^^^^^^^ 
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This  roused  Bowles  from  his  reverie,  and  he 
began  to  think.  If  Hardy  Atkins  had  noticed  a 
change,  there  were  others  who  would  do  the  same. 
How  Atkins  had  guessed,  or  what  the  clue  had 
been,  he  could  not  tell;  but,  having  been  carefully 
brought  up,  Bowles  knew  exactly  what  he  ought 
to  do.  defore  the  first  rumor  had  run  its  course 
it  was  his  duty  as  a  gentleman  to  go  to  Henry 
Lee  and  make  a  report  of  the  facts;  then,  if  any 
exaggerati  '  statements  came  to  his  ears  later, 
Mr.  Lee  would  know  that  his  conduct  had  been 
honorable  and  that  green-eyed  envy  was  raising 
its  hateful  head.  So,  without  more  ado,  he  rode 
up  to  the  point  of  the  herd  and  saluted  the  austere 
boss. 

"Mr.  Lee,"  he  said,  as  that  gentleman  turned 
upon  him  sharply,  "I  am  sorry,  but  Miss  Lee  had 
a  very  bad  fall  this  morning  and  she  has  gone 
ahead  to  camp." 

"Yes,  I  saw  her,"  returned  the  boss.  "What 
about  it?" 

"Well— I  was  afraid  she  might  not  mention  it 
to  you,  or  might  minimize  her  hurts,  but  as  a  mat- 
ter of  fact  she  fell  on  a  steep  hill,  and  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  a  juniper  tree  she  might  have  been  seri- 
ously injured.  As  it  is,  her  knee  gave  her  quite 
a  lot  of  trouble  and  I  had  to  help  her  to  mount." 
"Oh  I"  commented  Henry  Lee,  and  glanced  at 
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him  again     "Well,  what  i,  It?"  he  inquired,  as 
Bowles  still  rode  at  his  side. 

"Excuse  me."  stammered  Bowles,  holding  reso- 
lately  to  his  task.  "I  thought  perhaps  you^Jg^ 
want  to  nde  ahead  and  help  her  off  her  horsT" 

I<or  a  rnoment  the  boss  looked  him  over,  then 
he  grunted  and  bowed  quite  formally 

Yes  thank  you.  Mr.  Bowles."  he  said.    "Will 
you  call  Hardy  to  take  my  place  ?" 

He  waited  until  Hardy  Atkins  had  started,  and 
then  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  when  the  cowboys 
reached  camp  he  was  busy  about  the  tent.  The 
next  day  Djxie  did  not  ride  out  on  the  round-up. 
and  when  they  came  back  she  was  gone.    "Back 

added  that  she  was  not  very  lame;  but  the  cow- 
punchers  glared  at  Bowles  as  if  he  had  crippled 
her  for  l.fe.  And  not  only  that,  but  as  if  he  had 
done  It  on  purpose. 

"These  blankety-blank  tenderfeetl"  com 
mented  Hardy  Atkins  by  the  fire.  "They  can 
make  an  outfit  more  trouble  than  a  bunch  of 
Apache  Indians.  I  cain't  stand  'em-it's  onlucky 
to  have  'em  around."  ' 

"^'f  n"*,''«  ^^  s''°rt-handed,  any  time,"  ob- 
served Buck  Buchanan  sagely. 

"Now,  there's  Dix,"  continued  Hardy,  with  a 
vmd.ct.ve  glance  at  Bowles;  "worth  any  two  men 
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in  the  outfit-ride  anywher^goes  out  witli  this 
t enderfoo  and  comes  within  an  ace  of  g£^ 
k  led.  She  raced  with  me,  rodo  with  Tack  alrJ 
Shm,  and  left  the  Straw  a  mile_fh;H-  i-  l 
comes  in  behind  her^cTo^rS^tStta!," 
inth^rrtt^''""'"^'''*^-'^"^''^'^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
Bowles  looked  up  scornfully  from  his  place 
and  sa.d  nothing,  but  Brigham'appeared  fo '  the 

"Aw,  what  do  you  know  about  it?"  he  growled 

he  come  mto  camp  and  tell  all  about  it?    I  be 
i^t^r-'^-'-'^oitsohecouldgi?: 

^nl^""  l*'""'"  '"''^  ^'"''«'  '■"ing  to  his  feet 
andjpeakmg    tremulously,    "I    shfll    ha^e    to 

But  that  was  as  far  as  he  got.    With  a  tiaer 

in  the  face        ""'  '"  '''•"''  ^'  '*™*  '*''"  f"» 
"You  will  talk  about  my  gal.  will  ve?"  »,- 
shotted,    as   Bowles   went  'do^„'  aT'thf  blot 
Stand    up    hyer,    you    white-livered    Hinglisl 
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Here  I  What  re  you  tryin'  to  do  ?"  demanded 
Bngham,  leaping  up  hastily  and  confronting  his 
old-time  enemy  "You  touch  that  boy  again,  and 
1 11  slap  yore  dirty  face  off!" 

"Well,  he's  been  gittin'  too  important  around 
hyerl  cried  Atkins  noisily.  "And  he's  been  talk- 
m  about  my  gal— I  won't  take  that  fr  no 
man  I" 

"Huhl"  sneered  Brigham,  drawing  closer  and 
clenching  his  ha.^ds.  "You're  mighty  quick  to  hit 
a  man  when  he  ain't  lookin'— why  don't  you  take 
a  man  of  yore  size  now  and  hit  me?" 

"I  ain't  got  no  quarrel  with  you  I"  raved  Hardy 
Atkins.  "That's  the  feller  I'm  after-he's  been 
talkin'  about  my  gal  I" 

'■He  has  not!"  replied  Brigham  deliberately. 
He  never  talked  about  no  gal,  and  I'll  whip  the 
man  that  says  so— are  you  bad  hurt,  pardner?" 

He  knelt  by  the  side  of  the  prostrate  Bowles, 
who  opened  his  eyes  and  stared.  Then  he  looked 
about  him  and  raised  one  hand  to  his  cheek,  which 
was  bruised  and  beginning  to  swell. 

"I'll  learn  you  to  cut  me  out  I"  taunted  Hardy 
Atkins,  shaking  his  fist  and  doing  a  war-dance. 
1 11  make  you  hard  to  ketch  if  you  try  to  butt  in 
on  me  I" 

"Aw,  shut  up!"  snarled  Brigham,  lifting  his 
partner  up.     "You're  brave  when  a  man  ain't 
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lookin',  ain't  ye?    Here,  ketch  hold  of  me,  pard- 
ner,  and  I'll  take  you  to  yore  bed." 

Bowles  dropped  down  on  his  blankets,  still 
nursing  his  aching  head;  but  in  the  morning  he 
rose  up  with  a  purposeful  look  in  his  eye.  He 
was  a  long  way  from  New  York  and  the  higher 
life  now,  and  that  one  treacherous  blow  had 
roused  his  fighting  blood.  For  the  courage  which 
prompts  a  man  to  strike  in  the  dark,  he  had  little 
if  any  respect,  and  he  went  straight  over  to  Hardy 
Atkins  the  moment  he  saw  him  alone. 

"Mr.  Atkins,"  he  said,  "you  hit  me  when  I 
wasn't  looking  last  night.  Next  time  you  won't 
find  me  so  easy— but  be  so  good  as  to  leave  Miss 
Lee's  name  out  of  this." 

"Oho!"  taunted  the  cow-puncher,  straighten- 
ing up  and  regarding  him  with  a  grin.  "So  you 
want  some  more,  hey?  That  crack  on  the  jaw 
didn't  satisfy  you.  What's  the  matter  with  yore 
face  this  mawnin'?" 

"Never  you  mind  about  my  face,"  returned 
Bowles  warmly.  "If  you  are  so  low  as  to  be 
proud  of  a  trick  like  that,  you  are  a  coward,  and 
no  gentleman,  and— put  up  your  hands  1" 

He  squared  off  as  he  spoke,  falling  back  upon 
his  right  foot  and  presenting  a  long,  menacing 
left;  but  Hardy  Adcins  only  laughed  and  loosened 
his  pistol. 

"Aw,  go  on  away,"  he  said.     "D'ye  think  I 
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^Slt^^.^L'^o,  if  ,ou  git  into  a  fight 

Bowles  insolently  ^'    ""^    ^^''^    "Pon 

"You're  out  wSt  „ow      t^"  ''°^"  ''^  '''•"^s. 
If  you'd  hzDvlT.     J'  '"*'"*  «>verythin'  goes. 

unless  you  want  to7o  tL  r  l^  'l*"'"  "'°"*''  "h"' 
talkinV-  he  draw?ed  <■{  thi^'-  ^'^.'^hMe  we're 
drift-it's  goin-  to  L  •  .  '"'1  ""«''*  "  ^e" 
hyeHfl£\o^;.thT^Sa°^t.i*--"^ 

from  gett  ne  thin     "rf       .     '^     *^*P '"» ^<"ce 
nan "  *^   '""  ""'"'y  »"  Joitle- 

se  yoreself-ye  u  make  me  tired  1" 

choking  ;lh  aLer  a^nTr  "-^  "l  '"'''^"«  «"d, 

saddle  his  horse     E"r  '  ^^T'  ^'  ^^"*  «»  t" 
norse.    Ever  smce  his  arrival  Hardy 
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Atkins  had  ignored  him,  glancing  at  him  furtively 
or    gazmg   past    him    with    supercilious    scorn. 

t?l„  'i'-'^'u  *'!!":  l^"^  ^^  "«=*  "  """n 
to  man,  and  m  that  brief  minute  the  ex-twister 

had  shown  his  true  colors.  He  was  a  man  of 
treachery  and  violence,  and  proud  of  it.  He  did 
not  pretend  to  fair  play  nor  subscribe  to  the  rules 
of  the  game  He  did  not  even  claim  to  be  a 
gentleman !  There  was  the  crux,  and  Bowles  la- 
bored in  his  mind  to  find  the  key.  How  could  he 
compete-m  either  love  or  war-with  a  man  who 
was  not  a  gentleman? 

It  was  Brigham  who  gave  the  answer,  and  to 
nim  It  was  perfectly  simple. 

"Well,"  he  said,  as  they  rode  back  together 
from  the  circle,  "he's  warned  you  out  of  camt^ 
what  ye  goin'  to  do  about  it  ?" 

"Why,  what  can  I  do?"  faltered  Bowles, 
whose  soul  was  darkened  with  troubles. 

Fight  or  git  out,"  replied  Brigham  briefly. 
But  he  won't  fight  fair  I"  cried  Bowles.    "He 
hits  me  when  I'm  not  looking;  then  when  I  offer  to 
fight  him  with  my  hands  he  threatens  me  with  a 
pistol.    What  can  a  man  do?" 

''Threaten  'im  with  youm  I"  returned  Brigham. 
He  won  t  shoot-he's  one  of  the  worst  four- 
flushers  in  Arizona  I     He's  jest  runnin'  it  over 
you  because  he  thinks  you're  a  tenderfoot." 
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pistol  for,  then  ?"  "  *''"'  ^^  "'"'y  *at 

he  know,  very  well  1  r  '''''*'  '^'  ""•«"- 
neck  before  he  couM  .  ^''"8*"7°"''^  '"'  «"  h'» 
let  these  Texicans  Slff.u"  '^l  ''"•=•  D°"'*  XO" 
they're  dan?erou   i,  wtnZ  '"'"*'''  ""'^  *'">» 

"Then  vou  m«    »  t        ''"  °"  »  ''""'k-" 
"ifrdttn^ll."    ".^     '"«'"'    Bowles  hopefully 
«;L  hi/p.?™  *'"»  ™°-"«  he  wouI<i?t  hi/e 

it^^d"f  ySS'"'?  ^'••fv."'''  ""Wve  drawed 

he  could  a  loHff  fe    selfitlT" T  "  '?°™'"' 

to  the  boss  and  tell  h;!!    '^"^T,     ^"^  '*  '»'«•■ 

ble-then  if  VJa     J      ''°"  '^°"  *  '^""^  "o  trou- 

^„.  ^  "  ';"''y  »'""'ts  you  he'll  swing  fer  it  I" 

But  how  about  me?"  queried  Bowles 

Vou  re  tw.ce  as  likely  to  git  shot  anyway." 
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pen,i.ted  Brig,  "with  a  gun  on  you.  If  you  got  to 
P.ck  a  gun,  leave  jt  .n  yore  bed,  where  you  can 
git  It  if  you  want  It;  but  if  the  other  feller  sees 
you^re  heeled  and  he's  got  a  gun.  it  n.ake  h  " 
nervous,  and  if  you  make  a  sudden  move  he  plug, 
you.  But  If  you  ain't  armed  he  don't  dare  to^ 
they  re  awful  strict  out  here,  and  these  Rangers 
are  the  hmit.  Hardy  won't  shoot-you  aTn' 
afraid  of  'im,  are  vou?" 
;;No.o,"  said  Bowles;  "not  if  he'd  fight  fair." 

Uriah  *  *'"Ky°"  "^""'d  whip  'im?"  demanded 
origham  eagerly. 

"I  can  try  "  responded  Bowles  grimly. 

ovJ^n  i'l\-"^^^\'^''"^  «"8ham,  leaning 
over  to  whack  him  on  the  back.  "Stand  up  to  'im  1 
He's  nothin'  but  a  big  bluff  I"  F '"  im  i 

"t    f  '?if  ?,  u^"  ""'"''"8  »*"'  ''«'' '"  mind 
I  m  afraid  he'll  hit  me  with  his  gun." 

Well,  here,  we'll  fix  that,"  said  Brig,  hastily 

stnppmg  the  heavy  quirt  from  his  wrist    "You 

hirn  yore  pistol  over  to  the  boss  and  take  this 

loaded  quirt-then  if  Hardy  offers  to  dub  you 

with  his  gun  you  knock  his  eye  out  with  this/'' 

He  made  a  vicious  pass  into  the  air  with  the 
bludgeon-like  handle,  holding  the  quirt  by  the 
lash,  and  passed  it  over  to  Bowles 

"Now  you're  heeled!"  he  said  approvingly. 
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yore  wri.t,  where  it'U  be  han/       .'"**''"  °" 
cu..ed  six-shooter  ii."  "'''''  ""''  »"™  'hat 

The  matter  was  still  >  i:»*i. 
mind,  and  he  felt  tii  L  i,^'' ""f*^  '"  ^o^M 
and  dangerous  ground  but  hU  !  .  ^"*  "P°"  ""'^ 
«iU  afoot  and  he  Io,l„  i  .  '*"'  P'"'°"»  '^"« 
venge.  So  ihen  tL„  ^"''-  «'°'""''y  '°'  ^is  re- 
he  went  over  trifcr  '^  """P  th«  evening 
to  .«  as  his  wL"'"'^  "-"  '  '*"*•  -^''  Brigham 

3trll'„,%^h;,''f  •  ;j"5;n«  r ''i'"*  *°  '"- 

the  boy,,  and  I'd X  t„  ^      •     "'^^  '"'''"  ""«  °{ 
want  to  'have  any  tuSe^."  '"  '"''  «""•    ^  ^on't 

ven.^!.i:;f  \.^;,;f°'^'"''  -»-red  the  boss 
the^mSfBri/?"'  ""■""  "  *'"  ""^  ''^'l-    Whafs 
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A  lignificant  .mile  went  the  rounds  a.  Bowlei 
came  back  from  the  tent,  but  in  the  morning  h" 
went  to  the  corral  at  usual. 

Buck  S""!?^*   you'd   got   yore  time,"  ventured 
Buck  Buchanan,  as  Bowles  began  to  saddle  up; 

Har^  J'7°''l  P"«d  "round  that  he  had  not. 
Hardy  Atkms  rode  over  to  inquire 

"What's  this  I  hear?"  he  said.    "I  thought  you 
was  gom  to  quit."  *     /  " 

"Then  you  were  mistaken,  Mr.  Atkins,"  an- 
8we«d  Bowles  politely.    "I  am  not." 

Then  what  did  you  see  the  boss  fer?    Makin* 
some  kick  about  me?" 

"Your  name  was  not  mentioned,  Mr.  Atkins." 
replied  Bowles,  still  politely.  "I  ,imply  turned 
over  my  gun  to  Mr.  Lee  and  told  him  I'd  had 
some  trouble. 

"Well,  it's  nothin'  to  what  you  wi«  have  1" 
scowled  the  ex-twister  hatefully.    "I  can  tell  you 

don'     "    ^'^* ''"" ''"  "'^''*  *°  p"'^-  ^^  y°" 

He  paused  with  meaning  emphasis  and  turned 
his  horse  to  go,  but  Henry  Lee  had  been  watching 
him  from  a  distance  and  now  he  came  spurring  in. 
Hardy,"  he  said,  "I'll  have  to  ask  you  to  leave 
Bowles  strictly  alone.  He's  turned  his  gun  in  to 
me  and  is  tending  to  his  own  business,  so  don't 
let  me  speak  to  you  again.  D'ye  understand?" 
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wa.  not  tu4d  fronl^    p'J^;r.; 'boS'T'"^ 
out  that  tame  night  '         °'^'"  '"""^ 

.nJ!:2:t.7aUnSfra!tr"'  'T'"  *"'  -«'> 

started  the  cfay-herd  fTrt  "  '"*«"  '«^««  '''^y 
they  campe?  •„  £  1  ""^  "".'' '"  '^'  '^"^''V 
downan^here  AhTV"^  '^''^  '^"'  ^ed! 
Bowles  s7r.Jouth  2iS  '"Tl ""'  ^''«  ««• 
rope,  and^odc  JoJth  to  ta„d  .h  "f"^  ""  ''"  •"* 
Bowles  was  a  tnlu  j  ^  "'  ^"*  «""^-  For 
"light  ,a7  aid  he  h^H  jl^' -^ever  hi.  enemy 

he  wasToo  sleepy  to  ttTcT^h'"  "u  ''"•*'"''"y'  »"*> 
he  had  slipped  under  M,f  ^^""«''  ''"*  «^»" 
thing  throS'  ^f 'bed   "n  ;    fs  td"™^ 

as  he  s  uirlJS  E  wherHtlot"^  ^^  '"'""''^ 
Then  he  went  to  sl«p  '  '"'"''^  "°* ''"«  ^im. 

hCr7aT;iJra"Si"'  S  '^'^  '"<*  '^-'' 
his  bed  is  no^meVT^tVi-V''^'^'''^" 
^aythepeaddthe  Jfr  '  "  -  dreams-thc 
but  with  thi,  n  J-  ,  ''"P'"8  ^"«=  Princess- 
Hardy  tkt  h'adl^'r/r  I*  ""  ^'^-^t- 

aforethougk-  aJd  wh      'i*^  **  '^"'  ^'*  '"«''■« 
ougftt,  and  when,  later  in  the  night,  he 
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•addled  hit  .norting  night  hone  and  prepared  to 

10?/"';°?'  I'"'''  *■'  ''"^  "«  ^^•''"d'  into  • 
loop  and  iilently  .tepped  away  with  the  slack. 

Then  he  took  a  turn  around  the  horn,  put  spun 
to  hi.  horse,  and  went  plunging  ,>„t  .nto  fhf  night. 
A  sudden  yank  almost  sn.r>p,,,  bonus  I-  ^o 
in  the  middle;  he  woke  up  clurcii. .,.;,  -o  linJ  '^m- 
•elf  side-swiping  the  eartlr    hen  a„   agon    ma 
series    of    bumps    and    iolts    loHnwrd,  ,,-,d   fc* 
fetched  up   against  a    ;un;per    .i»h  a  jar  fhat 
rattled  h.s  teeth.     There  ^a,  .  sUai„,\  2p, 
and  as  the  rope  parted  he  heanl  r  titic.-,  md  a 
horse  went  galloping  on.    It  was  a  ;  :  actieal  joke- 
Bowles  realized  that  the  moment  he  woke  up-but 
the  terror  of  that  first  grim  nightmare  wrenched 

J^H    fi  t    '  ^'T.'^'P*'"-    "«  «•"«  to,  cursing 
and    fightmg,    st.Il    bound    by    the    loop    of 

he  lanat  and  half-buried  in  the  wreck  of  the 
jumper.  Then  he  jerked  himself  loose  and  spranjt 
up  starmg  about  in  the  darkness  for  some  enemy 
that  he  could  kill.  The  titter  of  the  galloping 
horseman  gave  the  answer,  and  he  knew  it  was 
Hardy  Atkms.  Hardy  had  given  him  till  night- 
tall  to  quit  camp  or  look  out  for  trouble.  This 
wai  the  trouble. 

Bowles  spread  out  his  bed  as  best  he  could  and 
slept  where  he  lay  till  dawn.  Then  he  went  to 
Henry  Lee  and  said  he  would  like  his  gun.    His 
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hands  were  bloody  and  torn  from  contact  with 

eye  that  gave  him  a  sinister  leer.  There  was  no 
doubt  about  it^Bowles  was  mad-^nTafter  a 
curson^^ance  the  boss  saw  he  was  out  for   ^ 

dressin^g  the  smiSfng  ha'Twh^^st^r;  '4" 

nes  a  gun.  That  mdudes  you,  too,  Mr.  Bowles  " 
he^added  meaningly.    "Mosby.  g^t  me  fjinnV 

hn^'*  *\8"""y-»"k  under  one  arm  the  wagon- 
bos  went  the  rounds,  and  when  he  had  fiS 
h.s  tnp  the  sack  was  full  of  guns.  """** 

ranch  "hrK"  l^^'L'^^  ^'  «''  •»*  to  the 
ranch,    he  observed.    "And,"  he  added,  "the  n«t 

town    Hardy,  were  you  in  on  this?" 

No,  sir!     replied  Atkins   stoutly.    "I  donV 
know  a  thmg  about  it  I"  *  aon  t 
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CHAPTER   XX 

THE  DEATH  OF  HAPPY  JACK 

WHEN  Bowles  rode  back  to  the  Bat  Wing 
Ranch  he  was  a  hard-looking  citizen. 
His  aunt,  the  hypothetical  Mrs.  Earl-Bowles, 
would  scarcely  have  recognized  him;  Mrs.  Lee 
started  vw.bly  at  sight  of  his  battered  face;  and 
JJixie  smiled  knowingly  as  she  glanced  at  his  half- 
dosed  eye. 

"Aha,  Mr.  Man,"  she  said,  "it  looks  like  you'd 
been  mto  a  juniper,  too  I" 

"Well,    something   like   that,"    acknowledged 
Bowles,  gazmg  lover-like  into  her  eyes;  and  from 
that  he  led  the  conversation  into  other  channels, 
less  intimately  associated  with  common  brawls. 
l;or  though  Bowles  had  given  way  to  his  evil  pas- 
sions and  had  even  gone  so  far  as  to  call  for  his 
gun  m  order  to  beard  his  rival,  he  did  not  wish 
It  known  to  his  lady.    As  he  contemplated  her 
grace  in  a  plain  whit;  dress,  and  the  witchery  of 
her  faintest  smile,  it  seemed  indeed  a  profana- 
tion of  the  sacred  Temple  of  Love  to  so  much  as 
allude  to  a  fight.    Undoubtedly  in  the  wooings  of 
[247] 


{ 


BAT  WING  BOWLES 


k.-«-.h,  now  he  coui?,"7:Jh  "  T'  7'''*  ' 
and  the  deathlei.  Greeks :  "  •^°"'°" 

"Drink  to  me  only  wuh  tHine  eye,, 
And  I  wOl  pledg.  with  mfne; 
°'i'7,;'''^'-i*'nthecup. 
-ftnd  111  not  ask  for  wine." 

an^hTw^SIdtSth'  "t''^''  '"'  -"'''P««^. 
spoke  to  her  soft  ;Tn"itSi;T"/"-  '°''' 
one  should  read  his  hearting  K  T/'  '"*  *°'"«= 
jeering.  ""  '"'' '""''  the  spell  with 

facIflherTwl'at?  ^'  '"'^'"«  -»  -  "■' 
bruise  on  hirLUd  S  ZT  '''  ^  » 
still.    Dixie  knew  it  hvT^.  J"  '^^  "  ^*»'" 

kindled;  by  huToice  iJ  '^"'  ''''*  8'*"^^''  '"^ 
hidden  caress  .hTL"  '^'^  ^'"'J  veiled  a 
fronfSn^'of lif:^''?'' *'''=  «''"'  ~ldly 
she  dissen^Wed  and  went  dow^:  '''  T '•  ^'"=" 
J-werechan.e;:;;tn:;^^;J^ 

"Hey.  Dix."  challenged  Hardy  Atkins  at  last, 
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He  drew  out  a  money-order  ring  that  he  had 

«irj°r° '*"•»'■  "'"'•'«^*« 

"It's  a  genuwine,  eighteen-carat  diamond  "  he 
announced.  "Cojne  over  hyer  and  let  W thich 
fingej^fts.     If  it  fits  yore   third  finger,  yot 

"Well,  I  like  your  nerve,"  observed  Dixie  Lee 

over  hyer  I    eh?     It's  a  wonder  you  wouldn't 

"W'y,  what's  the  matter?"  inquired  Hardy  At- 
aiS  ±'  h"f  '°  '°  ''■*  ^°"«'"«  '■"  P"W-  '^o" 

"w  II  -r    °"  '"*' "''  y°"'  D«?" 

well  ^  I  went  very  far  back  on  your  trail  " 
answered  D«^e  "I  reckon  I'd  find  where  you  ^ 

tave[t7or?Ht  \"''''"'    Wouldn't  fhe 
have  It  ?    Or  did  that  other  girl  give  it  back  ?" 

i)he  turned  away  with  a  curl  on  her  lips,  and 

when  he  saw  that  she  meant  it,  Hardy  Atkh,  was 

filled  with  chagrin.    From  a  man  now,  that  would 

be  a  good  joke;  but  from  Dixie-wel ,  somZdv 

must  have  blabbed  I    He  turned  a  dark  y  inS 

eye  upon  Bowles,  and  looked  no  farther  2 

Henry  Lee  had  spoken,  and  all  that  rough  work 
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o'  camp     hZ^1\  ™  "?  ""'^  '"«''  'im  out 
to  be  s  Wd  u;i?h?trthe™"3  '^  "'"•*  '^-'^ 

Let  me  do  the  shootin'  anH  T'li  »k 

^^;-f ;^d  Buck  Buir' ' "  ^'^"'^ '"  ''"'• 

Bill  '^  *^'  ^°°'  °"  '•■•"•"  volunteered  Poker 

to  put  on  my  face  a„H      /?        ^'*  ''°'"*  8°" 

whS  t''  ?pS  £:•  r  T"'°"''^'  '-"^ 

was  no  one  else  in  ^nl  ?"  *^'*  "'■8''*  there 
pistol  he  had  tiled  r  hV^°'i  ^"'^'^  ^^^  '^' 
the  slack  o   histk    Tact"h  rt  ""'^"^  '^'^  '" 

'Hi«.thehetter^:;';h^?rhtrndH^S; 
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four  bits  a  chip     S  ,       !f  ''^'  ''""-""^  « 

three  deep.  "^  ''      '  *''*  **'''*  ^»»  Imed 

;;How  many  i-^  asked  Buck,  picking  up  the  deck 

way  al,  goS^X^pC:^  doThe' t^';.  *''' 
tr.ed  to  fill  a  flush  and  failed  '^  '"""^ 

,  I  bet  ye  ten!"  challenged  jack. 

•'RaVertt"';^?.'""^''''"'"'''-^^ 

beJ^thrcfnir'atT''^'  ^'.'''  '"-•"«'•» 

he  leaped^  a'd";  redthTi"*  ^"f "  ™^'' 
hands  off  that  discvard  I"  hM  ii       /."^  >""■<= 

iThackl  came  Happy  Taclc'«  l„.,-4 
ac.  and  Buchanan  SbStr     s^rThe^ 

Happy  Jack's  I^'and  hfs  rL°'  '"'"'"  ''«^«" 
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ch™dr'  ^'"^' ""  '^""^  °-'  '"«*-'d. 

Then  Hardy  Atkins  blew  out  the  lamo  and  th, 
not  went  on  in  the  dark.  Bowles  w«  ^nT'oJe 
of  ten  frantic  punchers  who  struggled  to  Z  Z 
the  door;  Brigham  Clark  wa,  one  of  as^lny 
more  who  burrowed  beneath  the  beds,  and  whS 

1  ght  on  Happy  Jack's  wan  face  he  was  iust  In 
.me  to  save  his  audience.  True,  the  o7der  puli" 
ers  had  been  i„  fake  fights  before;  but  hey  Jad 
been  ,n  real  ones,  too-where  the  bullets  flew  wide 
?n  Sr-f -''"'^  *'*  '"*''  ''"-'^'i  might^rea, 

wodu^inn  T  """v  ?  '"''"■"  *"^''  «  finished 
production  ,t  was  a  little  too  real  for  the  purpose 
for  the  conduct  of  Bowles  was  in  no  wise  dEn^ 

se'crTc;     r    ''^"'  ""'^  •'""  »  ««'<^  *oo  S 
secrecy  and  not  quite  enough  team-work  about  the 

play,  but  Poker-face  Bill  was  still  at  his  poi  and 

the  victim  was  caught  in  the  crowd. 

in.  Ar:  ""^  ^r'^'".'"°'"'=^  ""'Jy  Atkins,  kneel- 
mg  down  and  tearing  aside  Jack's  coat.  "Are 
you  hurt  bad.  Jack?" 

an  JJh  "'^  'P'"*'''  °"  '^^  *'*'«  g'^'^  the  answer, 
and  the  room  was  silent  as  death.  Then  Pok"; 
Bill  began  to  whisper  and  push;  delighted  grins 

•T«P"?'^  ""^  '*'"^'^=  ""'J'  -""ving  in  a  mass 
with  Bowles  up  near  the  front,  the  c^wd  cE 
in  on  the  corpse. 
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"He's  dead  I"  rumbled  Buck  Buchanan,  makine 
a  fierce  gesture  with  his  pistol.     "I  doi^'t  makf 
no  mistakes     You  boys  saw  him  cheat,"  he  wen 
on.  approachmg  nearer  to  the  crowd.     "Anlhe 
slapped  me   first  I      You   saw  that    dJHnV 
Bowles?"  '   ^'^*  y°"' 

.t,,'!?*"'  {"'"i  ?'"  "'"^  ""'^y  Atkins,  tragically 

cTme  to  life  ^'""'  ^''"^  "^PPy  J''^''  ^"  to 

waTkick  d  o  "'^  ™/T"'^  '^'"  ^°^'"'  '''^  door 
was  kicked  open  and  gloomy  Gus  strode  in. 

m.nAAu-  *''^'"''""  ^'^<^^  VO"  fellers?"  he  de- 
manded,  his  yo.ce  trembling  with  indignation  at 

?ut^he^lpter^-'-'-^'^-->«Ht 

''Jack's  dead,"  said  Hardy  Atkins,  trying  hard 
to  give  Gus  the  wink;  but  the  cook  was  staring  at 

sleep,  his  senses  were  not  quite  as  acute  as  usual- 
perhaps  the  play-acting  was  too  good;  be  thaTa, 

he  ce',;ter'n7^h  "'"'  '^'''^''^  '°  P''^'  ^"^  '>'=  t°«k 
cne  center  of  the  stage. 

nn^'t'"'  -^""^  •^'''''"  *''  ''"^^^••^d,  going  closer 
hearty    He  s  dead,  boys;  they's  no  use  workin' 

"W  n   ?  .'""  '"''"''  ^  """"  ^^^  ff""  before." 

H«n      .'      .'  ''^'  «"y^«y'"  urged  Atkins,  in  a 

desperate  endeavor  to  get  rid  of  him.     "do  sit 

some  water,  Gus  I    Haven't  you  got  any  whisky^'' 
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"Oh,  he's  dead,"  mourned  the  cook-  "th«'. 

A  faiL  J.T" '"'"  *'■"•  '""8h  no  more." 

4.:rr;nr4r7;?irf;r^^^^ 

ately  in  to  shield  his  face  ^'''  '^"P"" 

Gul",tiU?„."*r''"''",!?'''*'°y'"""»'"»«d  Gloomy 

room.  Bnghaf  Sark1.„ttdrwr2l  £ 

^hcre.anddC.SXrr,nr'chS^^^ 
themselves  across  his  face  like  winds  across  a  iJie 

away  from  Budc  and  struggled  to  get  it  cocked 
Jack  wTr '  ■'"^'"  ^'  ''^'^'  ""-acing  n/ppy 

an  „u  .    P'^y  '  *"«*  on  me,  will  ye- 

an od  man  and  punched  cows  befor;  you  "L 

u       uH*.^°  °^  *"*  «""'  Mr-  Buchanan!    Til 
show  the  blankety-blank "    aJ^^u  j 
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THERE  is  a  regrettable  but  very  well  defined 
tendency  in  human  nature  which  prompts  the 
author  of  a  miss-fire  revenge  to  take  it  out  on  the 
dog.  Certainly  there  was  no  more  innocent  party  to 
the  inveigling  of  Gloomy  Gus  than  Bowles,  and 
yet  for  some  reason, Hardy  Atkins  and  his  com- 
rades m  crime  chose  to  gaze  upon  him  with  a 
frown.     After  laboring  far  into  the  night  they 
had  finally  persuaded  the  cook  that  it  was  all  a 
mistake;  that  no  insult  was  intended  to  his  years; 
and  that  it  would  be  contrary  to  those  high  prin- 
ciples of  Southern  chivalry  of  which  he  had  always 
been  such  an  illustrious  exponent  to  report  the 
fake  fight  to  the  boss.     Then  they  had  busied 
themselves  in  the  early  morning  with  chopping 
wood  and  packing  water,  and  similar  ingratiating 
tasks,  with  the  result  that,  when  Henry  Lee  came 
down   after  breakfast,   there  was  no  complaint 
from  anybody.    But  when  he  had  let  it  pass,  and 
started  off  for  Chula  Vista,  it  was  cloudy  in  the 
south  for  Bowles. 

But  your  true  lover,  with  the  wine  of  ecstasy  in 
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JiJc;^v::j/'Ej'f:r--«'™p- to  catch 

trouW,.  k      "*»'*«  Of  «  man's  hand.     Bowie.' 
troubles  began  that  evening  when   after  ,„  ,  J 

-  ^ad   o";ar!:r'  °/  r-rnnVKe" 
glad  to  tarry  beneath  them  when  Mrs.  Lee 
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met  Wm  hospitably  .t  the  stoop.  In  the  far  west 
tfte  iortugas  were  passing  through  the  daily 
miracle  of  sunset,  and  the  hush  of  evening  had 
settled  upon  all  the  land. 

t.2t  i^?-  Lee,"  sighed  Bowles,  as  he  con- 
templated  with  a  poet's  eye  the  beauties  of  nature, 
now  I  understand  how  you  can  live  here  for 
thirty  years  and  never  go  back  to  New  York. 
Such  illumination-such  color  I  And  from  the 
ftill  here,  it  is  so  much  more  glorious  I  Really,  in 
spite  of  the  loneliness,  I  almost  envy  you  those 
thirty  years  I 

rawhide  chair  beneath  the  honeysuckle,  "it  is 
beautiful.  I  like  it-i„  a  way-but  still  I  can 
never  forget  New  York.  It  offers  so  much,  you 
know,  of  music  and  art  and  society;  and  yet- 
well,  Heniy  needed  me,  and  so  I  stayed.  But 
I  have  tried  to  give  my  daughter  what  advantages 

York-Mrs.  Elwood  Tupper-perhaps  you  know 

"Why,   the   name   seems    familiar,"    returned 
tJowles  glibly. 

"Yes,  she's  my  sister,"  resumed  Mrs.  Lee,  after 
glancing  at  him  curiously.     "Dixie  was  with  her 

1  hlr"  wJ  ''""«'•'  P"'^^P*  ^-  -^'^^  ''- 
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Once  more  she  gazed  at  him  in  that  same  in- 
quirmg  way  and  Bowles  wondered  if  she  had 
heard  anythmg,  but  he  was  quick  to  elude  the 

.v"?"""'L'!''  '"""='^'  "Tupperl  No,  I  hardly 
thmk  so  When  I  return,  though,  I  shdl  be  glad 
to  look  her  up-perhaps  I  can  convey  some  mes- 
sage  from  you  Your  daughter  must  find  it  rather 
Close  and  confinmg  i„  the  city,  after  her  fine,  free 
hfe  m  the  open.  Really,  Mrs.  Lee,  I  never  knew 
what  hvmg-was  until  I  came  out  here  I    Of  course 

1  m  very  new  yet " 

"Yes-;  agreed  Mrs.  Lee,  who  knew  a  few 
social  sleights  herself,  "Dixie  did  complain  of  tZ 
confinement,  but  she O  Dixie/" 

withi"'  ^°*"'"  "P"^'^  »  dutiful  voice  from 

"Come  out  on  the  gallery-Mr.  Bowles  is  here. 
Hut  she  met  some  very  nice  people  there-some 

Sfought— •'  '™""'    ^°"    '""^--'^    I 

1«I?!  '^°.°'-  «P«=ned  at  this  point,  and  Bowles 

Se^/n-  *  r*  '"  "*°"«'""^nt-  It  was  a  dif- 
ferent  p.x.e  that  appeared  before  him-the  same 
bewitchmg  creature  who  had  dazzled  his  eyes  at 
the  Wordsworth  Club,  and  she  wore  the  vei 
same  gown.  And  what  a  wonderful  transforma- 
tion It  seemed  to  make  in  her-she  was  so  quiet 
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and  demure  now,  and  she  greeted  him  in  quite  the 
proper  manner. 

"I  was  just  telling  Mr.  Bowles,  Dixie,"  con- 
tmued  Mrs.  Lee,  still  holding  to  her  fixed  idea, 
that  you  went  out  quite  a  little  in  New  York— 
and  perhaps  you  might  have  met  back  there." 

For  a  moment  the  two  eyed  each  other  shrewd- 
ly,  each  guessing  how  much  the  other  had  said, 
and  then  Bowles  opened  up  the  way. 

"Why,  really,  Miss  Lee,"  he  exclaimed,  still 
gazing  at  her  with  admiring  eyes,  "you  do  look 
familiar  m  that  dress  I    Perhaps  we  have  met  in  a 
crush,  like  ships  that  pass  in  the  night?    May  I 
ask  at  what  function  you  wore  this  charming  gown  ?" 
'Yes,  indeed,  Mr.  Bowles,"  returned  Dixie 
May;     but,  rather  than  run  over  the  whole  list 
and  recall  a  winter's  agony,  let's  take  it  for 
granted  that  we  met.    It's  a  fine,  large  place  to 
come  away  from,  isn't  it— dear  old  New  York? 
Wasnt  the  slush  of  those  sidewalks  something 
elegant?    And  that  steam  heat!    My  I   It  never 
gets  as  hot  as  that  out  here.    Yes,  indeed,  Mother, 
Im^sure  Mr.  Bowles  and  I  have  met  before; 
but,     she  added,  and  here  her  voice  changed, 
since  he  s  traveling  incognito,  changing  his  name 
as  a  garment  and  not  getting  any  letters  from 
home,  perhaps  it's  just  as  well  not  to  dwell  upon 
the  matter."  ^ 
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_  "Why,    Dixie,    child  1"    protested   Mrs.   Lee. 
What  in  the  world  do  you  mean?" 
"Nothing  at  all.  Mother,  except  that  he  is  our 
guest.    Shall  we  go  in  now  to  dinner?" 

They  went  in,  and  throughout  the  res*  of  the 
evening  Bowles  was  guiltily  conscious  of  a  startled 
mothers  eyes  which  regarded  him  with  anxious 
scrutiny  at  first  and  then  became  very  resolute  ?,nd 
stern.     Mrs.  Lee  had  solved  her  problem,  what- 
ever It  was   and  settled  upon  her  duty.    Bowles 
telt  a  social  chill  creep  into  the  air  as  he  rose  to 
go,  and  he  braced  himself  for  some  ultimatum; 
but  his  hostess  did  not  speak  her  thoughts    There 
was  no  further  allusion  to  New  York,  or  his  alias, 
or  the  fact  that  he  had  acted  a  lie.     All  those 
things  were  taken  for  granted,  and  he  left  with  a 
balked  feelmg,  as  if  he  had  failed  of  some  pur- 
pose.   Her  very  silence  clutched  at  his  heart,  and 
her  passive  hand-touch  as  they  parted.     Dixie 
too,  seemed  to  share  in  the  general  aloofness.' 
ihe  had  said  good-night  without  any  friendly  grip 
of  the  fingers,  looking  at  him  very  straight,  as  if 
to  fathom  his  deceit. 

Bowles  lay  awake  that  night  and  thought  it  out, 

u  c  *T  ^''"^  ***  ^^^  '"*'^*  ^'^  mistake.  From 
the  first  his  manner  had  been  evasive  almost  to 
mendacity,  and,  with  both  Dixie  and  her  mother, 
he  had  made  a  mystery  of  his  past.  Now  the 
time  for  explanations  was  gone,  and  he  was  reap- 
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ing  his  just  reward.  He  should  have  taken  Dixie 
into  his  confidence  when  they  were  aione  beneath 
the  cedars ;  he  should  have  answered  that  question 
of  hers  when  she  asked  it— but  now  it  was  too  late. 

"Mr.  Bowles,"  she  had  said,  "who  are  you, 
anyway?" 

And  when  he  had  evaded  her,  she  had  never 
asked  again.  And  now,  through  the  same  dam- 
nable ineptitude,  he  had  estranged  her  mother  aad 
lost  his  welcome  at  the  big  house.  All  the  ex- 
planations in  the  world  would  not  square  him  now, 
for  one  deceit  follows  another  and  his  second 
word  was  no  better  than  his  first.  He  could  see 
with  half  an  eye  that  Mrs.  Lee  distrusted  him. 
He  must  seem  to  her  candid  mind  no  less  than  a 
polite  adventurer,  a  ne'er-do-weel  young  profli- 
gate from  the  East  with  intentions  as  dark  as  his 
past.  Nor  could  he  bring  himself  to  Wame  her, 
for  the  inference  was  logical— if  a  man  conceals 
his  identity  and  denies  his  acquaintances  and 
friends,  surely  there  must  be  something  shameful 
that  he  is  at  such  pains  to  hide. 

But  the  way  out?  That  was  what  kept  Bowles 
awake.  Certainly,  if  he  were  a  gentleman,  he 
would  stay  away  from  the  house.  Nor  would  it 
be  wholly  honorable  to  waylay  Dixie  May  and 
explain.  And,  besides,  there  was  nothing  to  ex- 
plain. He  had  references,  of  course,  but  if  he 
gave  them,  his  aunt  would  discover  his  where- 
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atlfs'auntr'^  °f  those  prearranged  meeting. 

What   if  Z    ?   m'  """y-  P'*'^"*  Christabell 
make   L  "[''   ""'^   "•'"   ^"''Pi^cy   to 

smile?    What  if  she  should  blush  as  he  had 
blushed  at  each  chance   tete-a-tete,  gazing  nerv 
ou^y  into  h.s  eyes  to  guess  if  he'  would'ySd 
And  to  wonder  if  that  was  love  1    Ah  no  k         i i 

u"rh'\^t*'  u^s''"  thttfl^f  sTch' tvr 

upon  her  he  Vould  flee  to  the  depths  of  the  wilder! 
ness  and  hide  until  she  was  married.  B^t  hi's 
safety  lay  only  in  flight,  for  his  aunt  was  a  resolute 

aTr'fSfdT ".' '«'''  "•*  ''^  ~S  s 

the  ty tf    ''"•  *•'  ""'*  "^^  -»y-*'>«  was 
And  it  would  solve  all  his  problems  at  once 
There  would  be  no  lame  explanations  to  make  at 
the  house  no  cheap  jealousies  with  Hardy  A&lns 

W  est.    He  would  move  on  into  the  White  Moun- 
gins  and  explore  their  fastnesses  with  BrighZ. 

Sdint;^altf''"'''^-°"'^P'-«^  '-''•« 
The  harsh  clangor  of  Gloomy  Gus's  dishpan 

with  his"  ^"  f  *^"V'"P'  ''"'  ^'  ™"««J  -to 'bed 

with  his  mind  made  up  to  quit.    At  breakfast  he 
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said  nothing,  bolting  his  food  with  the  rest  of 
them,  and  followed  on  to  the  horse  corral  for  a 
private  word  with  Brig.  But  right  there  fate 
played  him  a  scurvy  trick,  and  disrupted  all  his 
schemes,  for  as  he  stepped  around  behind  the 
corral  Hardy  Atkins  strode  in  upon  him  and  made 
signs  to  certain  of  his  friends. 

"Now,  lookee  here,  Mr.  Man,"  he  said,  and  he 
said  It  quietly  for  once,  "you  been  four-flushin' 
around  hyer  long  enough,  and  we  give  you  wamin' 
to  git.  We  got  yore  record  and  we  know  what 
you  re  after,  so  don't  hand  us  out  any  bull.  Yore 
name  ain't  Bowles  and  you're  aimin*  at  Dix,  but 
she  s  got  too  many  good  friends.  Now  we've  let 
you  off  easy,  so  far,  but  Gawd  he'p  you  if  we  come 
agm.    Ain't  that  so,  boys?" 

"You  bet  it  is!"  answered  three  or  four,  and 
the  rest  of  their  looked  their  disdain. 

-ut  an  unreasoning  anger  swept  over  Bowles 
at  the  very  first  word,  and  he  returned  the  sneer 
with  interest. 

"Mr.  Atkins,"  he  said,  "you  have  threatened 
me  bsfore,  but  I  am  not  afraid  of  you.  You  can- 
not frighten  me  away." 

"Oh,  I  cain't,  cain't  I?"  jeered  Hardy  Atkins, 

while  his  friends  rumbled  threats  from  behind. 

Well,  poco  pronto  you're  liable  to  change  yore 

mind.    You  come  into  this  country  on  a  Hinglish 

trot  and  we  thought  you  was  a  sport,  but  now 
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that  we  kriow  better,  you  got  to  make  good  or  git 
Ain't  that  so,  boys?"  " 

^•.'7°."  ''"J*  'I'"  '°"'"^  *''*  '""«=''-  and  Atkins 
hitched  up  his  shaps. 

•'All  right,"  he  said.    "You  got  a  job  with  tnis 

outfit  by  daimin'  that  you  could  ride.     Nou^- 

youre  so  brave-either  you  ride  that  Dunbar 

hawse  the  way  you  said  or  we  kick  you  out  o' 

camp  I    You  can  take  yore  choice." 

I'Very  well,"  said  Bowles;  "I'll  ride  the  horse." 

Like  hell  you  wiUI"  sneered  the  gang  in  a 

chorus,  but  Bowles  did  not  heed  their  words 

-TMi^"^  *''r  ^°"  P"'  *'''  "'*'''''''  *">  ^"»"  he  said, 
1 II  ride  htm. 

At  this  they  stood  irresolute,  unable  to  make 

him  out.     On  the  morninf  that  he  had  ridden 

Wa-ha-lote  he  was  a  tenderfoot,  not  knowing  one 

horse  from  another,  but  now  he  had  seen  the 

worst.    And  yet  he  would  climb  up  on  Dunbar  I 

Come    on-let's    rope    'im!"    urged    Hardy 

Atkins,  but  he  did  not  move  out  of  his  tracks. 

JNo,  the  boss  is  comin'  back,"  he  said.     "Let's 

wait  till  we're  hyer  by  ourse'ves.    All  right,  Mr 

Bronco-bustin'  Bowles,  we'll  fix  you  good  and 

plenty-the  first  time  the  folks  leave  the  house. 

And  meantime,   if  you  value  yore  health,  you 

better  stay  down  on  low  ground." 

"I    will    go    wherever    I    please,"    answered 

Bowles;  but  he  stayed  down  on  the  low  grornd 
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THE  HORSE  THAT  KILLED  DUNBAR 

IN  the  Homeric  simplicity  of  the  cow  camps, 
where  the  primitive  emotions  still  rule,  any 
soul-stirring  which  cannot  find  its  expression  in 
curses  is  pretty  sure  to  seek  the  'evel  of  laughter. 
The  boys  were  profoundly  moved  by  Bowles' 
declaration  of  intention,  but  after  gazing  upon 
him  for  a  spell  in  mingled  incredulity  and  awe, 
their  lips  began  to  curl. 

"Aw— him/"  they  said.  "Him  ride  Dunbar? 
Umph-umml  We'll  wake  up  some  mornin'  and 
find  him  gone  I" 

Then,  as  a  morning  or  two  passed  and  Bowles 
was  still  in  his  place,  they  began  to  lapse  into  jest. 
"Old  Henry  will  shore  be  s'prised  when  he 
comes  back  from  town,"  observed  blithesome 
Happy  Jack.  "He'll  find  Bowles  ridin'  Dunbar 
with  a  hackamore  and  feedin'  him  sugar  from  his 
hand.  Big  doin's  soon  to  come,  boys— boss  and 
family  goin'  down  to  Chula  Vista  to-morrer." 

"Well,    we    better    hog-tie    Hinglish,    then," 
grumbled  Buck  Buchanan;  "he'll  never  last  till 
mornin'.    Gittin'  right  close  on  to  that  time  I" 
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"Never  you  mind  about  Hingliih,"  retorted 
Brigham  Clark,  whose  loyalty  had  been  fanned 
to  a  flame.  "If  it  wa»  you,  Buck  Buchanan,  we 
couldn't  see  you  fer  dust  right  now.  They  ain't 
a  man  of  ye  dares  to  say  he'd  ride  Dunbar,  let 
alone  the  doin'  of  it.  Will  you  ride  him  second 
if  he  throws  Bowles  off?  Well,  keen  yore  face 
shut,  then  I  The  whole  bunch  of  ye  ought  to  be 
canned  fer  tryin'  to  git  'im  killed  1" 

"Well,  let  'im  go  on  away,  then  I"  burst  out 
Hardy  Atkins.  "Wt  never  told  'im  to  ride  Dun- 
bar—we  told  'im  to  quit  his  four-flushin'  and 
either  make  gocd  or  git.  There's  the  road  down 
there— let  'im  take  to  it!" 

He  jerked  an  imperious  hand  at  Bowles,  who 
answered  him  with  a  scowl. 

"If  you  will  kindly  mind  your  own  business, 
Mr.  Atkins,"  he  purled,  "I  shall  certainly  be 
greatly  obliged." 

He  gave  each  word  the  Harvard  accent  and 
tipped  it  off  with  venom,  for  Bowles  was  losing 
his  repose.  In  fact,  he  was  mad,  mad  all  over, 
and  at  every  remark  he  bristled  like  a  dog.  A 
concatenation  of  circumstances  had  thrown  him 
into  the  company  of  these  Texas  brawlers,  but  he 
aimed  to  show  by  every  means  in  his  power  his 
absolute  contempt  for  their  trickery  and  his  de- 
termination to  stand  on  his  rights.  He  had  said 
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the  morning  affer  his  p#«h..ff    r»-  •  '  ''"*• 

almost  as  a  stran^r  f'c  »•"""  ^"^"^  ''!"' 
afterward  int  Kd  etWre  '"'  '"?  't^'^ 
she  began  to  josh  wJh  tJ  bo'  Th  ^'"""«' 
a  long  ride  with  Brighlm.  a'Sde  eJ:?  tT"" 

had  sensed  somet^ng^^ini^  i/\V''^'^ 
anx bus  y  fp-retina  .V  „  5  [  «  "^  *"°  '^as 
know  abU  ttr^A,  Jf  ■, ''«  Bowles  did  not 
approved  of  heV.nni  .  ^j""  '^^  '''"  ''«'  ^is- 
what  her  motht  ru  dl"  Nr;'r  ^'^^'^ 

ofhj  business,  but  heto^lre^lt^'mTar/ 

wondenng.  shook  his  head  and  s'ghed   '      '    ^' 

But  three  days  of  flirting  and  sleuthing  brought 
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nothing  to  Dixie's  net.  From  the  coolc  down,  the 
outfit  was  a  solid  phalanx  against  her — they  would 
talk  and  smile  but  they  never  showed  their  hand. 
One  clue  and  only  one  she  had— there  seemed 
to  be  an  unusual  interest  in  when  she  was  going 
to  town.  First  on  one  pretext  and  then  on  another 
they  inquired  casually  about  the  date,  and  if  her 
folks  were  going  along  too.  So,  whatever  the 
deviltry  was,  it  was  something  that  called  for 
secrecy— and  it  was  due  on  the  day  they  left  home. 
She  looked  them  over  as  they  gathered  about  the 
evening  fire,  and  smoothed  her  hair  down  thought- 
fully— and  the  next  morning  she  started  for  town. 

The  sale  of  his  steers  was  making  Henry  Lee 
a  lot  of  trouble — and  the  holding  of  them  as  well. 
Not  being  able  to  find  a  buyer  at  his  price,  he  set 
the  cowboys  to  fence  mending — lest  the  outlaws 
should  breach  the  wires — and  went  back  and  forth 
to  town.  And  this  morning  his  wife  went  with 
him,  sitting  close  behind  the  grays,  with  Dixie 
riding  fast  behind.  Their  dust  changed  to  haze 
on  the  horizon  before  any  one  moved  a  hand,  and 
then  Hardy  Atkins  turned  on  Bowles. 

"All  right,  Mr.  Bowles,"  he  said.  "Here's 
where  we  see  yore  hand.  I'll  saddle  that  hawse 
if  you'll  ride  'im,  but  don't  make  me  that  trouble 
fer  nothin',  because  if  you  do " 

"Oh,  shut  up  I"  snapped  Bowles,  whose  nerves 
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were  worn  to  a  frazzle.    "What",  the  u.e  of  talk- 
•ng  about  .t  ?    Put  the  .addle  on  him  1" 

Ho  yjehul"  whistled  Atkins.    "Listen  to  the 

"Well,   quit   yore    foolin'I"   put   in    Briirham 
abruptly.    •'We',,  ,„  gi,  fi,,^  ^  ^^jj   f^f  - 

I'ablc  to  g.t  killed  to  boot,  so  hurry  uj^  and  let^ 
have  It  over  with  I"  ^ 

off'lL^"  y*'."  '1"8'"='^  th'  "-twister,  skipping 
l^U    K  *''!:'*''/'''  "'P-     "^°'"«'  o".  boys;  if! 

the  ard  ighwayl'    E-e-e— hool" 

balefX  "      "'  '^''""  ^''^''"^  ''  ''™ 

.    "'Hit's!'  he  quoted.    " 'Hit'sf    Listen  to  the 
'8"°""»  ""kerl    I  never  seen  a  Texican  yet  tha 
could  talk  the  straight  U.  S.I     But  go  on  now 

?e7hr;fe.f°"°"-P'^''"'-  -'^  !•»  «-  Bowie; 

them  to  wrangle  Dunbar,  and  the  rest  to  admire 

„  bIV W-       .'•  ''■''  ""  ''''"' "'''  ^""''J  SO  down 

lwf„     J^ri'!;?'^'  """^  °"'y  *''«=  ^"°k  stayed 

away.    Life  had  been  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
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to  Gloomy  Gus  since  he  delivered  the  oration  over 
Happy  Jack,  and  the  very  care  with  which  all 
hands  refrained  from  speaking  of  it  showed  how 
poignant  the  joke  had  been.  Faces  which  had 
looked  pleasant  to  him  before  were  repulsive  now, 
and  m  this  last  assay  on  Bowles  he  saw  but  a 
recrudescence  of  the  horse-play  which  had  worked 
such  havoc  with  his  own  pride.  Therefore,  he 
was  morose  and  sullen  and  stayed  with  his  pots 
and  pans. 

"I  want  to  warn  you,  Mr,  Bowles,"  he  called, 
as  Bowles  came,  full-rigged,  from  the  bunk-house. 
I  want  to  give  you  waruln'— thet  hawse  is  dan- 
gerous 1" 

"All  right,  Mr.  Mosby,"  answered  Bowles 
absently,  as  he  started  for  the  round  corral. 

«  a"^^^°"'  '''"*'*  *  """"'"  '^'■"a'^ed  Gloomy  Gus. 
A  right  good  cow-puncher,  too— I  knowed  him 
well.^  Jim  Dunbar— the  top  rider  of  the  outfit. 
Don  t  say  I  never  warned  you,  now-keep  off  that 
hawse  I" 

"All  right,  Mr.  Mosby,"  responded  Bowles, 
but  he  never  missed  a  stride.  The  time  had  come 
to  show  himself  a  man,  and,  like  an  athlete  who 
goes  forth  to  win,  his  thoughts  were  on  the  battle. 

'You  want  to  set  him  limber,"  reiterated  Brig- 
ham  in  his  e-r.  "Ride  'im  like  a  drunk  man,  and 
whip  im  at  every  jump-it  gives  you  somethin' 
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lights;  and  look  out  he  don't  bite  yore  legs.  Here 
fake  my  quirt-it's  heaviei^and  if  he  starts  to 
go  over  backwards,  hit  'im  hard  between  the  ears. 
You  km  nde  '.m,  pardner,  I  know  itl  Jest  keep 
cool  and  don't  get  stiff  I" 

riahfr'   7^\-^"'^"   •""""■''^   ^"^I"'   "all 

right  I       But  his  eyes  were  on  the  corral. 

A  cloud  of  dust  rose  on  the  still  morning  air 
Ike  smoke  from  some  red-burning  fire,  and 
through  he  poles  of  the  fence  he  could  see  horses 
running  like  mad,  and  men  with  trailing  ropes. 
Ihen,  as  the  stampede  rose  to  a  thunder  of  feet, 
he  heard  a  shnll  yell  of  triumph,  and  scrambling 
men  jerked  the  bars  from  the  gate.  The  current 
of  galloping  slackened,  it  paused,  and  the  leaders 

behind.  When  the  dust  of  their  outrush  had 
settled,  there  was  only  one  horse  left  inside-the 
thTdU    *  Dunbar-^nd  he  lay  grunting  in 

"Fetch  me  that  hackamorel"  yelled  Hardy 
Atkins  from  where  he  knelt  on  the  brute's  strain- 
ng  neck.  "Now  bring  me  that  well-rope-we'll 
tie  up  his  dad-burned  leg  I" 

They  gave  him  the  ropes  as  he  called  for  them, 
and  he  rigged  them  with  masterful  hands-first 
the  rough-twisted  hackamore,  to  go  over  his  head 
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and  cut  ofF  his  breath;  then  the  two-inch  well-rope, 
to  hang  from  his  neck  and  serve  later  to  noose  hi 
hind  foot.  Then  all  hands  tailed  on  to  the  thJow 
rope;  they  swayed  backus  he  rose  to  his  feet;  and 
when  Dunbar  went  to  the  end  of  it,  the  heave  they 
gave  threw  him  flat.    He  leaped  up  and  flew  back 

breath  h"  •  I  'u'^  *'  '°P*  ^'^'"  ^"*  »»  his 
breath.  His  sides  heaved  as  he  struggled  against 
^h.  eyes  bulged  big  and  he  shook  hU  headfth'n 
tTev,?  t  5"°^"'"'  '"'  ''""^  *°  his  knees  and 
wLh  ';?'?  "'''"'  °"  '^'  '°P'-  A  single  mighty 
Tu  ""^  ^  """  "P  °"  his  feet  and  fightb? 
and  they  choked  him  down  again.  Then  Hard; 
Atkms  stepped  m  behind  and  picked  up  the  end 
Wsts   a°n^  .■■  '°'l'  "f""'  '*  ''"««'=d  between 

trJ  ^  I-  U      '^'l^^^^  '°°P  "P  '«  his  hocks.      A 

erk-a  kick  at  the  burn-and  Dunbar  was  put  on 
three  legs.     He  fought,   because  that  was  Ws 

I^Tl'T  u  """'  'V^""'  *h«y  ^"'"''d  his  foot  up 
h.gh,  tied  the  rope's  end  to  the  neck  loop,  and 
dapped  a  broad  blind  over  his  eyes.  So  Dunbar 
was  conquered,  and  while  he  squealed  and  cow- 
kicked  they  lashed  Bowies'  saddle  on  his  bowed- 
up  back  and  slipped  the  bit  between  his  teeth 

There  he  stood  at  last,  old  Dunbar  the  man- 
killer,  sweating  and  trembling  and  cringing  his 

!he1eice  """^  ^°'''"  '^"""^'^  '^°^"  "'^ 
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T.M  "■^."^''*'"  ^^  "'^'  "y°"  «=»"  let  down  his  foot. 
I II  pull  up  the  blinder  myself." 

"Say  yore  prayers  first,  Mr.  Man,"  gritted 
Atkins,  lolling  and  mopping  his  face.  "If  he's 
half  as  good  as  his  promise,  you'll  never  git  off 
alive !" 

"Very  likely,"  observed  Bowles  grimly.  "You 
can  let  his  foot  down  now." 

"Hey  I  Git  a  move  on  I"  yelled  a  cow-puncher 
up  on  the  fence.  "They's  somebody  comin'  up 
the  road  I" 

_    "Aw,  let  'em  come,"  drawled  Atkins  carelessly. 
They  re  hurryin'  up  to  see  the  show.    Step  up 
and  look  'im  over!"  he  grinned  at  Bowles.    "No 
rush— you  got  lots  of  time  I" 

"Let  his  foot  downl"  snarled  Bowles,  his 
nerves  giving  way  to  anger.    "I'm  not " 

"It's  Dixl"  clamored  the  cow-puncher  on  the 
fence-top.    "It's  Dix!" 

There  was  a  rush  for  the  fence  to  make  certain, 
and  as  Dixie  Lee  dashed  in  through  the  horse  lot, 
Hardy  Atkins  threw  down  his  hat  and  cursed. 
Then  he  stood  irresolute,  gazing  first  at  Bowles 
and  then  at  the  fence,  until  suddenly  she  slipped 
through  the  bars  and  came  striding  across  the 
corral. 

"Oho,    Hardy   Atkins,"   she  panted,   as   she 
tapped  at  her  boot  with  a  quirt.    "So  this  is  what 
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you  were  up  to-riding  horses  while  Dad  went  to 

feud  the  fighs,  and  now  this  compact  to  ride. 

Mr.  Bowles  I"  she  cried,  raising  her  voice  in 
a  sudden  cojnmand-but  before  she'could  g  tol^ 
the  words  Hardy  Atkins  laid  his  hand  on  her  arm 
h,r  ^°"  8°"" '"'<^J'  t"  the  housel"  he  said,  fixing 
her  with  h,s  horse-taming  eyes.  "You  gohzi 
where  you  belong  I  I'm  doin' this  1"  "  «°  ^"^ 
.  You  let  gb  of  me  I"  stormed  Dixie  Lee,  mak- 
ing a  savage  pass  at  him  with  her  quirt-and  then 
a  great  shout  drowned  their  qua'rrel  and  mad^ 
them  forget  everything  but  Bowles. 

rhe  obsession  of  days  of  brooding  had  laid 
hold  upon  h.m  and  left  him  with  a  single   faed 

S^^R^'^'Tl^.^  "'•  '''■  ^"'l  *°  hifno  less 
than  to  Hardy  Atkins,  the  coming  of  Di;cie  Lee 
was  a  disappomtment.  For  a  minute,  he  too  had 
stood  irresolute;  then,  with  the  simplicity  of  mad 
ness,  he  went  straight  to  the  blindfolded  horse 
and  began  to  lower  his  foot.     As  the  quarrel 

back,  he  hooked  h.s  stirrup;  and  then,  very  gently! 

he  rose  to  the  saddle.     Then   the  sh7ut  rang 
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out,  and  he  reached  down  and  twitched  up  the 
blind. 

Gazing  out  from  beneath  the  band  which  had 
held  him  in  utter  darkness,  the  deep-set  rattle- 
snake eye  of  Dunbar  rolled  hatefully  at  the  man 
on  his  back.  He  crooked  his  neck  and  twisted  his 
malformed  head,  and  Bowles  felt  him  swelling 
like  a  lizard  between  his  knees— then,  with  a  squeal, 
he  bared  his  teeth  and  snapped  at  his  leg  like  a 
dog.  The  next  moment  his  head  went  down  and 
he  rose  m  a  series  of  buck-jumps,  whirling  side- 
ways, turning  half-way  round,  and  landing  with  a 
jolt.  And  at  every  jolt  Bowles'  head  snapped 
back  and  his  muscles  grew  stiT  at  the  jar.  But 
just  as  the  world  began  to  grow  black,  and  he  felt 
himself  shaken  in  his  seat,  the  trailing  neck  rope 
lapped  Dunbar  about  the  hind  legs  and  he  paused 
to  kick  himself  free. 

It  was  only  a  moment's  respite,  but  it  heartened 
the  rider  mightily.  He  caught  the  stirrup  that  he 
had  lost,  wiped  the  mist  from  his  eyes,  and  settled 
himself  deep  in  the  saddle. 

"Good  boy  I  Stay  with  'im  1"  yelled  the  maniacs 
on  the  fence-posts;  and  then  old  Dunbar  broke 
loose.  The  man  never  lived  that  could  ride  him— 
Bowles  realized  that  as  he  clutched  for  the  horn— 
and  then  his  pride  rose  in  him  and  he  sat 
limber  and  swung  the  quirt.  One,  two,  three 
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and  sent  tumbling  heels  over  head     He  .?.  u 

"Lotk  out,"      '"""'^  *''  "°^^  -  ^''^  '»-top. 

nlT       t-  '"""  '^"^  '^"k;  they  would 

not  bear  h.m;  and  through  the  dust  cLThe 

rj™      t1    '    ""^  ""'"el'ody  grabbed  him  by  the 
arm.     Three  p.stol  shots  rang  out  above  him  • 
he  was  snaked  violently  asidefand  old  DuniT; 
went  down  hke  a  log.    Somebody  had  killed  Sim 
that  was  certam;  but  it  was  nc-  Brigham  forTj 
could  tell  by  the  characteristic  cursShat  kwt 
h.s  partner  who  had  pulled  him  out  and  ^a" 
dragging  h.m  across  the  corral.    He  blinked  1^ 
opened  hJ,  eyes  as  he  fetched  up  afalns!'  heW 
-and  there  was  Dixie  Lee.  with  a  big.  smoking 
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pistol  in  her  hand,  striding  after  him  out  of  the 
dust. 

She  looked  down  at  him,  her  eyes  blazing  with 
anger;  and  then,  snapping  the  empty  cartridges 

fied  now  I"  And  without  a  second  loolc  at  Brig- 
ham,  Bowles,  Hardy  Atkins,  or  the  remains  of 
Uunbar,  she  turned  and  strode  back  to  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 

THE  CUSTOM  OF  THE  COUNTRY 

WHEN  Bat  Wing  Bowlw  got  up  out  of  the 
dirt  he  was  shaken  in  body  and  spirit. 
H.S  corporeal  frame  felt  as  if  it  had  been  passed 
through  a  carpet-beater,  and  he  had  lost  some  of 
Ills  most  precious  illusions.  Certainly,  if  there 
was  any  way  by  which  a  tenderfoot  might  hope 
to  achieve  a  little  hard-earned  fame  in  the  Far 
West,  It  was  not  by  riding  bronks;  and  now,  be. 
fore  he  could  wipe  the  blood  from  his  nose,  they 

^"tl    """^     "^  '"^  *"  *''*''■  troubles. 

The  blank-blanked  greenhorn  I"  cursed  Hardy 
Atkms.  pacing  to  and  fro  and  gazing  at  the  hulk 

ITa  r"'f  ^^J«  ""  ™d«  'im-not  for  a  thous- 
and  dollars!  And  then,  the  minute  my  back'- 
turned-and  D.x  right  there  to  copper  the  play- 
he  goes  and  pulls  off  this/    But  I  don't  care-/ 

."tWf"""*''"' '    ^°"  '"^^  ^""  ''"-'•'^  '^°- 

And  then,  all  the  anger  and  blood-lust  that  had 

been  ,n  Bowies'  heart  for  days  went  suddenly  to 

his  right  hand,  and,  putting  his  shoulder  behind  it 
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he  imote  the  ex-twister  on  the  jaw.  It  was  ■ 
wicked  blow,  very  much  like  the  one  he  had  re- 
ceived himself,  and  it  laid  the  false  cow-puncher 

n,  ^'  ?'"A"P  '"''"'"8  for  his  gun.  and 
Bowles  knocked  him  down  again,  and  took  the  gu 
away.  Then  he  passed  it  on  to  Brigham,  and 
ottered  to  fight  him  some  more— or  anybody  I  A 
raging  devil  of  combat  seemed  to  possess  him, 
and  he  shouted  for  war,  and  more  war.  The  cow- 
boys drew  away  from  him  as  from  a  man  who 
has  lost  his  right  mind,  and  it  was  not  until  Brig- 
ham  had  cajoled  him  into  dipping  his  hot  head 
into  the  horse-trough  that  Bowles  left  off  his 
raving.  A  drink  of  Mr.  Mosby's  strong  coffee, 
and  a  rest  on  his  bed  by  the  sheds,  and  his  sanity 
was  completely  restored-but  his  illusions  were 
lost  forever! 

Never  again  would  Samuel  Bowles  try  to  beat 
the  cow-puncher  at  his  own  game;  never  would 
he  mount  a  wild  horse;  and  never  would  he  put 
faith  in  womankind.  Not  out  West,  anyway  To 
be  sure,  Dixie  Lee  had  saved  him  from  the  man- 
killer,  but  she  had  done  it  in  such  a  way  as  to 
injure  his  pride  irreparably.  And  if  anybody  had 
cooled  his  fevered  brow  after  the  accident,  it 
certainly  was  not  Dixie,  but  Brigham  Clark,  when 
he  ducked  his  head  in  the  horse-trough.  A  sud- 
den aversion  to  his  surroundings— a  stern  dislike 
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iest'^L""  "^-"f  ?''"'"■'"  ^"'"'inated  Brig.    "I 
jest  been  waitin'  fer  ye  to  lav  th^  »«  j  V 
ready  myse'f  fer  a  week  I"        ^         ^ord-been 
He  hopped  on  his  horse  as  h^  sDoke  9„^  ,  a 

,,JWhat  ye  goin'  to  do.  Brig."  he  inquired; 

thmg  you  know,  somcbody'd  git  killed/^  "' 

ihats  right."  agreed  Gus  gloomilv  "„!«•  • 

pretty  bad  around  hv^r     r        8'°omiiy,    gittin' 

That  was  their  only  farewell   hn*  o.  ^u 
out  the  gate,  Dixie  Lee  appear  d  at  th'  wV"^' 
door  and  looked  after  them  as  they  pased"  The" 
-cunts  alone  told  the  story  of  theTrdepaS^ 
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not  reply.     A  deadly  apathy  had  succeeded  hi. 

mood-Brigham,  too,  was  downcast  ,nA 

r«at'!;hr''-  «'-'rX:i%baT!: 

cTeSi    """•    -'J   "«   — bered   the 

»,  J°K  °""  *^'*•  "''"*'"'  '"""th  Br'gham  Clark 
had  been  a  boss.  A  straw-boss,  to  be  sure  b^t 
st.II  a  boss-and  now  he  had  lost  his  job.  Never 
agam,  perhaps,  would  he  rise  to  the  proud  emi- 
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atTr"  t'"^  ^'^'^■"P^^h  swept  over  Bowles 
at  the  thought,  and  he  forgot  his  o'wn  ugly  Zd 

fire    '- 1  '^'  ''^^'^  "'  ^'""^  t°  their  tiny 

Aw,  fergit  It,"  grumbled  Brig  moroselv  "/ 
d.dn't  want  the  job.  What's  the  u"e  o  tin'  a 
puncher  anyway?  They's  nothin'  in  it  but Tard 
work.  I  ve  got  a  good  mind  to  hike  back  to  the 
Gila  and  go  to  pitchin'  hay  " 

•■donTh;i';"tory^rr:"r"«^'^«°'^'"- 

White  Mountain  tri;il"    ^  ""''^  P^°P°'"='^  ^^is 
'Oh,  that's  all  right,"  broke  in  Brig     "I'll  u. 
glad  to  git  away  from  it  all-git  where  Vh        •  • 
no  girls,  nor  mail,  nor  nothin'.'  U^  th  ^f  S'them 

Di.  airablTifCweSc^IJdfsro"^'"'-    '  't'' 
her  good-by.    There's  fg'd  gi^tDj-W  T 

rr-:tte-^^"^^-^o; 
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taow  them  M,^m„;^  1',  ^'"'J^'''^  ""ort 

My  girl  won't  marry  me,  nohow-not  lessen  7 
son  IVn  J^ctei/ot^alstT  ^'^  ''"^^'^ 

bishop  s  k,d  ,s  on  the  spot,  and  I'm  hJdin'  out  1  ke 
a    oyote      My  girl  keeps  a-writin'  like  she  never 
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,,  "Well,"  suggested  Bowles,  after  a  lona  Pause 

'perhaps  we  could  go  by  that  way.    Maybe  her 

folks  are  keeping  your  letters  from  her,  oJ  some' 

you,  Bng,  don't  hesitate  to  ask  for  it.    I  might  go 
around_and  see  her  for  you-or  if  you'3 

"No,"  protested  Brigham  petulantly;  "money 
won  t  buy  me  nothin'  with  her.     I'm  up  agTnJS 

clvh  Ji"  'u-f  ""'  y*'"''^  ^"^  that  you 
cant  buck  these  bishops.  The  Mormon  folks  is 
fine  people-they'll  feed  you,  and  help  you  and 
do  anythmg  m  the  world  f  er  you-but  them  priests 
and    apostles    and    bishops-umph-umm  I      The 

up-and  Im  shore  down  on  their  black  books. 
No,  pardner,  I  am't  got  a  chanc'st,  so  let's  fergit 

LL'^  "  '  r'.^'*  ^'^'  ''"''  ''he  kinder 
heartened  me  up;  but  it  ain't  no  use.  My  girl 
don't  hke  me  enough  to  cut  loose  and  f^l 
her  people,  and  I  won't  turn  Mormon  fer 
nobody-so  there  you  are.      Come  on,   let's  go 

.frirM'j"^  n"?  V"^''  P^hlem,  and  long 
after  the  fatalistic  Brig  had  gone  to  sleep,  Bowles 
lay  awake  and  tried  to  find  a  way  out.  His  own 
petty  griefs  seemed  sordid  by  the  side  of  it,  and 
all  the  way  to  town  he  turned  it  over  in  his  mind. 
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hi  rrJ'l'*  ^'  ^l^  '^"'"""*'  '*  f°«^".  Brig, 
^rn  ^n   """"t  •""  "^'^ "«''"  «Jf  ''gain- 

th.v\ilt  J  ^?"u^^" .'"''"  '^°'"  ''"=  exclaimed,  as 
they  talked  of  the.r  trip  to  the  hills.  "We'll  hunt 
up  ^d  B.1  Jump,  and  show  him  the  lates  b  S 

himsef-he's  yt  one  of  these  here  common 
long-ha.red  l.ars  that  don't  know  nothin'  buTto 

mii2ri^^"''".'  ''"^^y-  ^"' y"" ^«i^ till  I 

that  11  make  h.s  jaw  drop.    Never  did  git  to  spring 
that  on  the  boys-say,  tell  me  that  ag'in  about  hf 
clown  that  fished  up  bulldogs  outfr  the  lal* 
and  Je-n  elephants  comin-  over  the  waterfall! 

tlin;      ''u      *^  ?'."  '*  "P  '"  *''«•"  White  Moun. 
tains,  well  certamly  make  him  look  sick  I" 

it  was  a  glorious  thing  to  contemplate,  and 

plielTr-.*  V.^'.*^  '^^''^  *"  '^y  -  *hei^  "p 
pies;  but  when  Brigham  came  back  from  hU 
interne;,  with  the  boss  Bowles  could  see  thTt  his 
ow„"Sl";  ''1'^  l-^f '•I'en.    For  reasons  of  h 

Th 'h  ri"  u'^  l".^""'^  "°*  *"  ™«t  the  Lees, 
and  he  had  asked  Brig  to  convey  his  regrets  and  a 
rdease  for  h.s  two  months'  pay.  If  eighty  dollars 
would  compensate  for  the  defunct  Dunbar,  Mr. 
Bowles  was  satisfied;  otherwise,  he  would  b  glad 
to  meet  the  difference.  But  the  trouble  in  Brig- 
hams  eye  was  not  one  of  dollars  and  cents-he 
had  something  big  on  his  mind. 
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rn^^^K  ^^  "'*  "  ^^  beckoned  Bowles  to  a 
corner  of  the  corral,  "what  d'ye  think  Mrs  Lee 

And  by  the  way,  they  was  a  deputy  sheriff  i„q„i/„. 

awaJ  from  S.  V"""  T  "'^  '^'  ^''^'  -  ~- 
away  from  that  gate-but  what  d'ye  think  she 

Bowk^;i!A;!"uJ  ""^•'"'gi"''."  answered 
•Well  ,K  I  f^'''^'  "'"••  "Wh«  was  it?" 
.  ];f"'  '^^  '"'^  »  big  yeller  telegraph  in  her 
hand  that  sl,e  was  kinder  wavin'  aroSnd-llver 
d.d  find  out  what  it  was  all  about-but  when  I 

is  Wre  ttl^°5p^°'^^'''**"^°-«'"- 
*="»'J  *brough,  and  I  says  to  her : 

No,  Mrs.  Lee,  I  don't-and,  what's  more 
I  dont  carel    He's  a  good  pardner,  that's  Jlf 

dont  kno«.  what  them  Lees  have  got  to  be  so 
proud  about,  the  way  old  Henry  used  to  cave 

rkf^ta^oWre/^Hg 'ast  f  ^  '^' 
Jiances  at  his  friend,  "butfSoi^d'L  ^  wS 
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"Well,  thank  you  just  as  much-I  haven't  done 
anything,  Brig,"  answered  Bowles  with  a  reassur- 
ing smile.  "But,"  he  added,  "that's  no  reason 
tor  not  getting  out  of  town." 

They  packed  their  horse  hurriedly,  and  Bowles 
rode  on  ahead,  but  once  on  the  open  prairie  he 
gave  way  to  a  hearty  laugh. 

"Brig,"  he  said,  "what  in  the  world  do  you 
thmit  I've  none?" 

"Well,  I  dunno,"  mumbled  Brig,  looking  him 
over  shrewdly.  "Of  course,  I  knowed  all  along 
they  was  nothin'  to  that  Christabel  talk-stands 
to  reason  a  man  wouldn't  leave  home  for 
a  little  thing  like  that.  About  that  aunt,  now, 
that  sounds  a  little  more  likely-but  I've  knowed 
fellers  that  come  out  here  jest  fer  fun." 
''Yes,  but  this  deputy  sheriff— and  all  that!" 
''We-ell,"  drawled  Brigham,  with  a  sly  twinkle 
in  his  eye,  "I  heeard  a  little  more  from  him  than 
what  I  told  you  at  the  first!" 

''Oh,  indeed  I     And  what  else  did  you  hear  ?" 

"Well "  Brig  stopped  and  stuck  his  tongue 

in  his  cheek  roguishly.    "He  said  it  was  a  woman 
that  wanted  you  I" 

"My  aunt!"  exclaimed  Bowles,  striking  his  leg; 
but  Brig  only  spat  and  grinned. 

'Sure !"  he  said,  and  grinned  again. 
"I  have  it!"  cried  Bowles.    "Mrs.  Lee  wrote 
back  and  told  her  sister  I  was  here-and  then  my 
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-|^SS':S^«''«-"^  Bowles, oo..d 

-rved.  with  pit^';;,;'^"'..^."'  Bn«?"  he  ob- 
overon  you  very  often.To  they  J-^'  '""  ^  P"'  °« 

they  botrtSediloTe"'  ?"■«''»'"'  »"«J  *en 
Pu^  an  effectual  IniZ  l^"''":     ^"*  *''«  i«t 
ham  did  not  know  whal  V      ™!"°"'  *'"«  Brig- 
to  have  discovered  ijj  fllT'  '''=  T"  ""PP^^d 
enlighten  him.     It  ^,1  en!  V°u''  "°  P''"«  to 
sidered  him  a  very  Tv  ^      -^^  *'''*  B"g  eon- 
not  deny  the  sift  Ir^n'^   u  *  '"'^"*^'  ''"^  he  did 
his  satisfied  sm°,  *  Zl'^'T  .  ^°'  "'=''  -'ith 
plains,  draggirAdr  ni  P"^.''°"«  '"°"  the 

and  headinf'for^tU  Wing'"''  "'''"'  ''"'•" 

-lilntlttLty^f;-  r"«''  ^"-^  -"- 

their  way;  but  j^st  a  2  ,?  '"""'^  *""  *till  on 
came  into  View  ther^  ^'"-"'"embered  ranch 
behind  and  Aey llr"  »  '''«'«  "^  wheels  from 
the  -cl     Hl^r;^!,-  -^ve  I-« 

they  fought  eamelw  ,„  •  '      f  ^'^  Srays,  and 

P""ed  th!m  ddT';ythif  7-  f"*  ''^ 
Bowles  a  note.  ^  ^'"'^  he  handed 
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Ilaim         '         "  ^"^  '"''''^  ^"  ^°'"ing  with 

"Here's  where  I  ketch  hell  fer  somethin'J"  he 
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a  truant.  '"™  ''*  '»""«  J"'  head  like 

that',  a  fact-^e  way  w„  d"!  '°'"'^'^'''  ""'^ 
do  you  think  i,  u^to  Ae  K~""'"«.-  ^''^ 
you?"  ^       "'  "'8  nouw  waiting  for 

tens'""  *'"'"^"'^  ^'•'■8'  "°-  -ddenly  all  at- 

whiR  t'e  ouTsW  '°''  '""'^  '"-  «  «^'y- 

she  sees  in  you  is  ^oreS  P''""-<J°«»-    What 

"WL  1  '""•  ^  can  sav.  buf " 

pack— go  ahead  anH  .!,„     u  '     ''  '**''  your 

"I'IM„  »k  !  ..     .  *"°^  ''«'■  your  dust." 

nnj  up  the  roii  l^''  "'  »■""  'P"- 
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effertultlv       "y '"*«"*"»»-  'he  concealed  them 

..I!^'"'  '"S''- "*.***  ""y  ^°°'  "de,"  .he  Ob. 
"Vnlt  I-  u  .'*  '^'"PP""^  in  his  own  dust. 

kee^.,f  ™'"u*^"  ^"'^ '''  *"^«'*  ''«  ^"  the 

keenest  lover  in  the  world."     She  paused  here 
and  laughed  to  herself. 

"Yes,  indeed  r  responded  Bowles,  with  a  cer- 
tajn  brotherly  pride.  "Old  Brig  thinks  a  lot  of  that 

"Well,  maybe  he  does,"  conceded  Dixie;  "but 
he  certamly  makes  me  provoked.    I  declare,  the 

bit  he    hp.    Mr  Bowles  was  one  of  those  men, 

s^nedly;  "but  when  a  woman  hastoridedearover 
Sr  IfL  h'"'  '"'^Pr°P°'«  f°r  »  -"an,  and  steal  his 
f„  T  r       i-'u*^  "''"  """'^  '•''"  "P  ""d  "^d  Wm 

Dontyouthmkso,  Mr.  Bowles?  WeU,  then  if 
your  fnend  Brigham  had  had  his  way  he  wodd 
have  h.t  for  the  summit  of  the  White  MounTS 

andh.sg,rlwouldhavebee„marriedtoaMormTn 
It^makes  me  mad,  Mr.  Bowles,  I  declare  it  doe^I 
lUe  Idea  of  leavmg  that  poor  little  girl  over  there 
and  never  gomg  near  her,  when  all  the  time  she 
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wa*  begging  him  to  come  bade  .nH  i.     /  .. 
"■wding  her  letter.    Sh^ rlTj  <      ^"  ^°^  ^e'* 

had  erred  and  beeVrebuiVd       '"""'*"'"'  ^'y- 

MrX'J'wIgon^J;''  '*?'^'  "^«''"'"  ""ke 

and  hVe  at  17"^     s;""t  "^-^T  ««*  ""'ri'd 
"Whv    if  ...  ,  S'mple,  isn't  it?" 

around  the  Bat  V^n"  for  ^7  "'  'V""'  ^"^  ^een 
to  note  who  wa7  W  ^1!!°"?'  ""«^  ^"'''d 
Brigham  Clark  left  I  J,  *  J^*"*  "''"■  y°"  and 
Hardy  Atkinilsoyol  don't  ^i  ""^  ^'"^  '^at 
about  coming  back  "  ""'^  *°  ''«  bashful 

BoSrsZ\?td^:!k:d":;T'^-"^«^.»^ 

wo'Ws  and  vistas  appeared  bj     ^J^'""''-    ^'^ 
ions  and  sudden  drefm    5,  f  *  '"'"'  "^J  vis- 
byherside.andtheTr;'"''  *he„  he  was  back 
"I'm  sor™  ••  u        .  °  '^'^  passing  by. 
im  sorry,     he  sad  at  last     "t'J 
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SI!;  „^,i'''"''«8"P''i"8«''"dy."   Hchowedher 

"Oh,  dear  I"  pouted  DLvie,  yankinn  at  the  « 
^ctant  pack.ho„e.  "I  just  Lj^Vt  " 
Mortjer  mean,  we  1.  but  she',  a  New  Yorker  and 
—well,  I  hope  she',  .ati.fiedl" 

Ye.,  I  hope  .0  too,"  added  Bowie..    "I  never 

"No,  I  don't,"  answered  Dixie  May.    "And  I 
don't  care,  either,"  she  added,  glancing  across  a 
h.m  with  dear-seeing  eyes.    "I  always  knew  you 

s  thVSr '"'-''"  -''"•-"^  -«" 

She   dismounted   quickly   as   she   spoke,    and 
Bowie,  dropped  off  to  help.  Then.  after'tJe  rop". 

dl^'s  thXo";l*^^-*-^  ^''-- 

"Mr.  Bowles."  began  Dixie,  leaning  one  arm 

"LntV."^    '"^   '°°''"«    thoughtfully    awa" 

pel  alady  to  apologize  to  you.  would  you?" 

zhrmeJh°'  "r?^«'''."ly  "Of"  gasped  Bowie., 
alarmed  by  a  mistmess  in  her  eyes 

fo'^r   'f  ^''"'^   ^hat   you're   going   away 

"Oh.  my  dear  Miss  leel"  protested  Bowles. 
[293] 


BAT  WING  BOWLES 


now  .uddenly  .tirred  to  the  depth.     "Do„V  .u-  i. 

•unt.  do  you.E.  Lelf  '  J°"  ''?">  !»°w  my 
but-weli;  .he'.  .  ve«  deteZn  ?'"""  '* '°  y°"' 

way.  .„d-we,,  .he7,^„rr;onor;r  .i'" 

go  alone.    D6  Jou  renStTn^^TnTe'll "" 
were  com  ng  Wtu  1  .n«i,     u        .       '  ''"'"  ^« 

jounj,-eh!S  i?t:m:^\^^i^^ 

found  It-it  i.  to  move  on  I"  '  ^  '"''' 

quicki;'    """    ^"^^    ''-^'"    '•"•JU'-rcd    Dixie 
;;Well  something  like  that,"  admitted  Bowie. 
wJa^JmtcrTmfre  ""Vf  ^^^l^^'^.  ^ 
We  were  alone  on'tlTtin  and  wcTa  fa  J  V  *!'• 
of  thing^_I  didn't  tn„„  ,  *"  *'"<!' 

rememb'er  ytu  Sd  me  Lriri^^  Tl"  *'"•.   ' 
the  Far  West  vou'H  h.       'r  ■  J  '"'P  y°»  ""d 
all  that     AnH  /^  I    /  ""^  '""'^"1  knight-and 
"m         1  ''f'P''^  y°"'  '°°.  didn't  I?" 
Why,  yesi"  said  Bowles,  puzzled  by  her  air 
Well    what  about  being  my  knisht?"   ^' 
inanded  Dixie,  with  sudden  fraXe«''Y„  ' 
done  vel   out  here   Mr   R„J.i      u       .      *^°" "" 
nere,  Mr.  Bowles,  but  there's  one 
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thing  I'm  disappointed  in-you  don't  keen  th^ 
curtonw  of  the  country  I"  ^  "'* 

Bo'w^i''' '"'"'  *'"  ''*'"  "■""•  ^'"  L"?"  '••'<l"i'ed 

A  sudden  smile  illuminated  Dixie's  face-th. 
jame  s^ile  that  had  taken  possession  o  him^Jj 
he  had  forgotten  and  stolen  a  kis^-and  then  S 
turned  away  and  blushed. 

m,',?T?V  ..*'''  •"'^'  "y°"'"  *'•«  fi'«  B«t  Wing 
pc^Ctom';?.^''^-'  '^'^  -'»'«— without  pr^* 

-and  BowS  'J '?:"!  ^^^''""'y  '"d  ^oWed  her  arms 
-and  Bowles  felt  his  reason  eclipsed,  and  the 

Zlr  f"^  ^"J"''  ''™-    A  tho'u sa,^d  rTot^u 
Joughts  clamored  suddenly  for  recognition,  and 
h     bram  reeled  at  the  shock.     Then  he  ope«d 
h.s  eyes,  and  she  was  still  smiling  at  him,  but  Ihe 
smile  had  a  twinkle  of  mischief  in  it.   The  mem! 

and  her  c„efree,  jesting  way,,  and  he  ZcZc 

^o     Jut  1  r  ?."•  "'' ''""  ''"'  ^''^  ^''''^  ^h  "m 
hSn     Tf  .l     *''°"''L':7''  ''"I  ">«  ignominy  to 

Ah,  you  must  excuse  me.  Miss  Lee,"  he  said, 
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speaking  with  a  formal  restraint.  "Much  as  I 
value  your  happiness,  I— I  cannot  observe  this— 
custom  of  the  country  I" 

He  spat  the  words  out  bitterly,  and  closed  his 
lips— as  if  there  was  more  he  might  say.  But 
Dixie  did  not  lose  her  smile. 

"Maybe  I'd  accept  you,"  she  suggested  with  a 
roguish  twinkle,  and  once  more  he  gazed  into 
her  eyes  to  read  there  if  she  was  his  friend.  But 
a  woman's  eyes  are  deceptive,  and  hers  spoke  of 
many  things— she  smiled,  the  old  dazzling  smile, 
but  there  was  mischief  in  the  depths.  He  sighed 
and  drew  away. 

"Ah,  no,"  he  said,  "you  cannot  understand." 
Then,  as  she  waited,  his  heart  turned  to  bitter- 
ness and  he  spoke  on  as  the  thoughts  came. 
'Really,  Miss  Lee,  it  pains  me— I  cannot  believe 
It.  What  is  one  man,  more  or  less,  that  you 
should  hurt  me  like  this?  Dixie"— he  raised  his 
downcast  eyes  and  regarded  her  reproachfully— 
"I  have  dreamed  about  you.  I  have  worshiped 
you  from  afai^I  have  fought  my  way  to  be  near 
you.    You  don't  know  how  it  would  pain  me— 

after  all  I  have  hoped— to  have  you " 

"Aw,  Bowles,"  chided  Dixie,  reaching  out  her 
hand,  "can't  you  see  that  I  want  you?" 
And  then  Bowles'  dream  came  true. 
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